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PREFACE. 



HE Author of T vice-told Tales has a claim to 
ono distinction, which, as none of his literary 
brethren will care about disputing it with him, 
he need not be afraid to mention. He was, for a good 
many years, the obscurest mmi of letters in America. 

These stories were published in Magazines and Annuals^ 
extending over a period of ten or twelve years, and com- 
prising tlie whole of the writer's young manhood, without 
making (so far as he has ever been aware) the slightest 
impression on the Public. One or two among them — 
tlie Rill fbov tue Towk Pump, in perhaps a greater 
degree than any other — hod a pretty wide newspaper 
circulation ; as for the rest, he has no grounds for sup- 
posing, that, on their first appearance, they met with the 
good or evil fortune to be read by anybody. Through' 
out the time above specified, he hod no incitement to 
literary effort in a reasonable prospect of reputation or 
profit ; nothmg but the pU»sure itself of composition, — 
an enjoyment not at all amiss in its wi^, and perhaps 
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atsential to the merit of the woric in hand, bnt which, in 
the long run, will hardly keep the. chill out of a writei^s 
heart, or the numbness out of his fingers. To this to- 
tal hick of sympatlij, at the ago when his mind would 
naturally have been most eficrvesccut, tlic Public owe 
it (and it is certainly an eflfect not to be regretted, on 
either part), that the Author can show nothing for tlie 
thought and industry of that portion of his life, save the 
forty sketches, or thereabouts, included in tliese volumes. 
Much more, indeed, he wrote ; and some very small part 
<ii it might yet be rummaged out (but it would not be 
worth the trouble) among the dingy pages of fifteen-or* 
twenty-year-okl periodicals, or within the shabby mo* 
Toooo covers of &ded Souvenirs. The remainder of the 
works^ alluded to, had a very brief exbtence, but, on the 
score of brilliancy, enjoyed a hie vastly superior to that 
of their brotheriiood, which succeeded in getting through 
the press. In a word, the Author burned them without 
mercy or remorse, and, moreover, without any subsequent 
regret, and had more tlian one occasion to marvel that 
tttch very doll stuff, as he knew his condemned nianu- 
scripta to be, should yet have possessed inflammability 
enough to set the chimney on fire ! 

After a long while, the first collected volume of the 
Tales was published. By tliis time, if the Author had 
ever been greatly tormented by literaiy ambition (whksh 
he does not remember or believe to have been the case), 
it must have perished, beyond resuscitation, in the dearth 
of nutriment This was fortunate ; for the success of 
the volume was not such as would have gratified a crav- 
ing desire for notoriety. A modenite edition was ^got 
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rid of" (to use the Publisher's veiy significant phrase) 
within a reasonable time, but apparently without render- 
ing the writer or his productions much more generally 
known than before. The great bulk of the reading Pub- 
lie probably ignored tlie book altogether. A few per- 
sons read it, and liked it better than it deserved. At 
an interval of three or four years, the second volume was 
published, and encountered much the same sort of kindly, 
but calm, and very limited reception. The cirouhition 
of the two volumes was chiefly confined to New England ; 
nor was it until long after this period, if it even yet be 
the case, that the Author could regard himself as address- 
ing tlie American Public, or, indeed, any Public at all 
He was merely writing to his known or unknown friends. 
As he gkinces over these long-foigotten pages, and con- 
siders his way of life, while composing them, the Author 
can very clearly discern why all this was so. After so 
many sober years, he would have reasons to be ashamed 
i( he could not criticise his own work as (airiy as another 
man's ; and, though it is little his business and perhaps 
still less bis interest, ho can hardly resist a temptation to 
achieve something of tlie sort. If writers were allowed 
to do so, and would perform tlio task with perfect sin- 
cerity and unreserve, (lieir opinions of their own produc- 
tions would often be more valuable and instructive tluui 
the works themselves. 

At all events, there can be no harm in the Author*s 
remarking, tliat lie ratlier wonders how the Twicb-iou>^''^ 
Tales sliould liave gained what vogue they did, than 
that it was so little and so gradual. Tliey have the pale 
tint of flowers that blossomed in too. retired a ahade^ 
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— the oodneM of a meditative habit, wUch diffuaea 
itaelf through the feeling and obeenration of every 
aketch. Inatead of paaaion, tliero is sentiment; and, 
even in vhat purport to be pictures of actual life, we 
have alkgoiy, not alwaja ao warmlj dressed in iU habili. 
nenta of flesh and bkiod, aa to be taken into the rcadcr'a 
mind without a ahiver. Whether from Uujk of power, 
or an unconquerable reaerve, the Author^a touchea liave 
often an effect of tameneas ; the merricat man can hardly 
contrive to laugh at hia broadeat humor; the tcndereat 
woman, one would auppoae, will hardly shed warm' tears 
at hia deepeat pathoa. The book, if you would ace any- 
thing in it» requires to be read in the clear, brown, twi- 
light atmoaphera in which it waa written ; if opened in 
the aunahine, it ia apt to look eiceedingly like a volume 
cfbknkpagea. 

With the foregoing characteriatica, proper to the pro- 
ductiona of a peracm in retirement (which happened to 
be the Anthor'a category at the time), tlie book ia devoid 
of others that we ahould quite as naturally look for. Tlie 
aketchea are not, it ia hardly necesaaiy to aay, profound; 
but it ia rather more remarkable that they ao acldom, if 
ever, ahow any deaign on the writer'a part to make them 
aa They have none of the abstmseneaa of idea, or ob- 
aeurity of expreaaion, which mark the written communi- 
oationa <tf a aolitary mind with itaelf. Tliey never need 
tianaktion. It ia, in fact, the atyle of a man of aodety. 
Every aentenoe, ao far aa it embodiea thought or aeiiai- 
bOity, may be understood and felt by anybody who will 
give himaelf the tnmble to tend it, and will take up the 
book in a pioper.mood. 
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This atatement of apparently oppoaite pecnliaritiea leads 
us to a perception of wliat tlic sketches truly are. They 
are not the talk of a secluded man with his own mind and 
heart (had it been so, they could hardly have failed to be 
moro deeply and permanently valuable), but hb attempts, 
and very imperfectly successful ones, to open an inter- 
course with the world. 

The Author would regret to be understood as speaking 
sourly or querulously of tlte alight mark made by hb earlier 
literary cfforta on the Public at hirge. It ia so fiir the 
contrary, that he has been moved to write this Preface, 
chiefly as affording him an opportunity to express how 
much enjoyment he has ow^ to tliese volumes, both 
before and since their publication. They are the me- 
morials of very tranquil and not unhappy years. They 
failed, it is true, — nor could it have been otherwise, — in 
winning an extensive popuhirity. Occasionally, however, 
when he deemed them entirely forgotten, a paragraph or 
an article, from a native or foreign critic, would gratify 
his instincts of authorship with unexpected praise, — too 
generous praise, indeed, and too little alloyed with cen- 
sure, which, therefore, he learned the better to inflict 
upon himself. And, by tlie by, it is a very suspicioua 
symptom of a deficiency of the popular element in a book, 
when it calk forth no harsh criticism. This has been 
particularly the fortune of the Twicb-told Taxes. They 
made no enemies, and were so little known and talked 
about, that those who read, and chanced to like them, 
were apt to conceive the sort of kindness for the book 
which a person naturally feels for a diacovery of hia own. 
Thia kindly feeling (in aome caaea at leaat) extended 
I* 
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to the Author, who, on the intemal evideace of his 
akdohesy came to be regarded as a mild, shy, gentle, 
mehmcholic, exceedingly sensitive, and not very forcible 
roan, hiding his blushes under an assumed name, the 
quaintness of which was supposed, somehow or otlier, to 
symbolize his personal and Utcrory traits. lie is by no 
means ocrtaui that some of his subsequent productions 
have not been influenced and modified by a natural desire 
to fill up so amiable an outlme, and to act in consonance 
with the character assigned to him ; nor, even now, could 
he forfeit it witlioui a few tears of tender sensibility. 
To conclude, however, tliese volumes liave opened tlie 
way to most agreeable associations, and to the formatiou 
of imperishable friendships ; and there are many golden 
threads, mterwovcn with his present Imppiness, which he 
ean follow up more or less directly, until he finds tlieir 
commenoement here ; so that his pleasant pathway among 
realities seems to proceed out of the Dreamhind of his 
youth, and to be bordered with Just cnougli of its shad- 
owy foliage to shelter him from the heat of the day. He 
ia therefore satisfied with what the Twici-iold Talks 
have done for him, and feels it to be far better than fiune. 



Umi, JsMMiy 11* 1861. 
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THE GRAY CHAMPION. 



jv^flRERE was once a time when New England 

ml 




threatened ones which 
James II., tlie bigoted 



groaned under the actual pressure of heavier 

wrongs than those 
brouglit on the Revolution. 

successor of Cliarles tlie Voluptuous, had annulled the 
charters of all tlie colonics, and sent a harsh and unprin- 
cipled soldier to take away our liberties and endanger 
our religion. The administration of Sir Edmund Audros 
lacked scarcely a single diaractcinstio of tyranny: a 
Governor and Council, holding office from the King, 
and wholly independent of the country ; lavs made and 
taxes levied without concurrence of the people, imme- 
diate or by their representatives; the rights of private 
citixcns violated, and tlie titles of all knded property 
dcchired void ; the voice of complaint stifled by restric- 
tions on the press ; and, finally, disaffection overawed by 
the first band of meroenary troops that ever marclicd on 
our free soil. For two years our ancestors were kept in 
sullen sabmiasion by that filial love which had invariably 



Digitized by 



Google 



1 .1 I J I , I I Hf ll i P B I 



Digitized by 



Google 



14 



TWlCE-rTOLD TALES. 



secured their allegiance to'ilie mother country, whether 
its head cimnced to be a Purliament, Protector, or Popish 
Monarch. Till llieso evil times, however, such nllrgianco 
had \xxi\ merely nominal, and the colonists luid ruled 
themselves, enjoying far more freedom tiuin is even yet 
the privilege of tlie native subjects of Great Britain. 

At IcDgili a ruinor reached our sliorcs that the Prince 
of Orange had ventured on an enterprise the success of 
which would be the triumph of civil and religious rights 
and tlie salvation of New Eiighmd. It >vas but a doubt- 
ful whisper ; it miglit be false, or the attempt might fail ; 
and, in eitlicr case, the man that stirred aj^nst King 
James would lose his head. Still, the intelligence pro- 
duced a marked effect. Tlic people smiled mysteriously 
in the streets, and threw bold glances at their oppressors; 
while, far and wide, there was a subdued and silent agita- 
tion, as if tlie slightest signal would rouse the whole hind 
from its sluggish despondency. Aware of tlieir danger, 
the rulers resolved to avert it by an hnposing display of 
strength, and perhaps to confirm tlioir despotism by yet 
harsher measures. One afternoon in April, 16S9, Sir 
Edmnnd Andros and his favorite councillors, being warm 
with wine, assembled the redcoats of the Governor's 
Guard, and made their appearance in the streets of 
Boston. The sun was near setting when the march 
commenced. 

The roll of tlie dram, at thai vnquiet crisis, seemed 
to go through the streets^ less as the martial music of 
the soldiers, than as a muster-call to tlie inhabitants 
themselvet. A multitude, hj various avenues, assem- 
bled in King Street, which was destined to be the scene, 
nearly a century afterwards, of another encounter be- 
tween the troopa of Britain and a people struggling 
^hertyiamv. Tboui^ more than sixty years had 



:? 



'^3 



H 



THE GRAY CHAUPION. 



15 



elapsed suu» tlie Pilgrims came, this crowd of their 
desoendauti still sliowed the strung and sombre features 
of their duiructer, pcrlmps more strikingly in such a 
stem emergency than on happier occasions. There were 
the sober garb, the general severity of mien, the gloomy 
but undismayed expression, the Scriptural forms of speech, 
and tlie confidence in Heaven's blessing on a righteous 
cause, which would luive marked a band of the original 
Puritans, when threatened by some peril of the wilder- 
ness. Indeed, it was not yet time for the old spirit to 
be extinct ; since there were men in tlie street, that day, 
who had worsiupped tliere beneath the trees, before a 
house was reared to the God for whom they luid become 
exiles. Old soldiers of the Parliament were liere, too, 
smiling grimly at the thought, tliat tlieir aged arms might 
strike another blow against tlie liouse of Stuart. Here, 
also^ were the veterans of King Pliilip's war, who had 
burned villages and skughtered young and old, with 
pious fierceness, while the godly souls throughout the 
hind were helping them with prayer. Several ministers 
were scattered among the crowd, which, unlike all other 
mobs, regarded them with such reverence, as if there 
were sanctity in their very garments. These lioly men 
exerted tlieir influence to quiet the people, but not to 
dis})cr9e them. Meantime, the purpose of tlie Governor, 
in disturbing the peace of the town, at a period when 
the slightest commotion might throw the country into a 
ferment, was almost the universal subject of inquiry, and 
variously exphiined. 

"Satan will strike his master^roke presently,** cried 

some, " because lie knoweth that his time is short AH 

our godly pastors are' to be dragged to prison! Wo 

shall see them at a Smithfield fire in King Street! ** 

Hereupon the people of each parish gaUierod closer 
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, lowid theur miiUBter, who looked ealmlj upwards and 
assumed a more apostolic diguity, as veil befitted a 
eandidate for the highest honor of his profession, the 
erown of martyrdom. It was actually fancied, at that 
period, that New Engbnd might have a John llogers 
of her own, to take the pboe of that worthy in the 
Primer. 

''The Pope of Borne has given orders for a new St. 
Barthokimew I** cried others. " We are to be massacred, 
nan and male chiU!'' 

Neither was this rumor wholly discredited, although 
the wiser ckss believed the Governor's object somewhat 
less atrocious. Uis predecessor under the old charter, 
Bnulstiect, a venerable companion of the first settlers, 
wu known to be in town. There were grounds for con- 
jeeturing that Sir Edmund Andros intended, at once, to 
strike terror, by a parade of military force, and to eon- 
found the opposite IJBCtion by possessing himself of their 
chief. 

" Stand firm for ihe old charter. Governor ! ** shouted 
the crowd, sciaing upon the idea. "The good old Gov- 
enorBnulstrect!" 

Whihs this cry was at ilio loudest, the people were 
surprised by the well-known figure of Governor Brad- 
street himself, a patriarch of nearly ninety, who appeared 
on the ekvatcd steps of a door, and, with chamctertstie 
mildness, besought them to submit to the constituted 
authorities. 

''My diiUrcn," condnded this venerable penon, "do 
nothing rsshly. Ccy not aloud, but pray for tlie welfare 
of New En^and, and expect patiently what the Lord 
will do m this matter!'' 

The event was soon to be decided. All this time, the 
rail of the drum had been approaching through Cornhilly 
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louder and deeper, till with reverberations from house 
to liouse, and tlie regular tramp of martial fooUt^ ps, it 
burst into the street A double rank of soldiers made 
their appearance, occupying tlie whole breadth of the 
passage, with shouldered matchlocks, and matches bum- 
' ing, M as to present a row of fires in the dusk. Their 
steady march was like the progress of a machine, that 
would roll irresistibly orer evetrfhing in its way. Next, 
moving slowly, with a confused chittcr of hoofs on the 
pavement, rode a party of mounted gentlemen, the cen- 
tral figure being Sir Edmund Andros, elderly, but eiect 
and soldier-like. Those around him were his fitvorite 
councillors, and the bitterest foes of New England. At 
his rigiit hand rode Edward Randolph, our arch-enemy, 
that " blasted wretch," as Cotton Mather calls him, who 
achieved tlie downfall of our ancient government, and 
was followed with a sensible curse, through life and to 
his grave. On the other side was Bullivant, scattering 
jests and mockery as he rode along. Dudley came be- 
hind, with a downcast look, dreading, as well he might, 
to meet the indignant gaze of the people, who beheld 
him, their only countryman by birth, among the oppress- 
ors of his native land. The captain of a frigate in the 
hariior, and two or three civil officers under the Crown, 
were also there. But the figure which most attiacted 
the public eye, and stirred up the deepest feeling, was 
the Episcopal clergyman of King's Chapel, riding haugh- 
tily among the magistrates in his priestly restments, 
the fitting representative of preUcy and penecution, the 
union of Church and Sfate, and all those abominations 
which liad driven the Puritans to the wilderness. An- 
other guard of soldiers, in double rank, brought up the 
rear. 

The whole scene was a picture of the condition of New 
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England, Mid iU moral, the dcfonnity of anj goTemmcnt 
that does not grov out of the nature of thhigs and the 
diaracter of the people. On one side the religious mul- 
titude, with their sad visages and dark allirc, and on the 
other, the group of despotie rulers, witli the High-Church- 
man in the midst, and here and there a cruoiax at their 
boaoms, an magniOeently ckd, flushed with wine, proud 
of mijust authoritj, and scoffing at the uniTersal gronn. 
And the mercenary soldiers, waiting hut the word to 
deluge the street with blood, showed the only means by 
whieh obedience eould be secured. 

"O Lord of HosU," cried a roicc among the crowd, 
•• provide a Champion for thy people ! " 

This ejaculation was loudly uttered, and served as a 
herald's cry, to introduce a remarkable personage. Tlie 
crowd had rolled back, mid were now huddled together 
nearly at the extremity of the street, while the soldiers 
had advanced no more than a third of its length. The 
intervening space was empty, — a paved solitude, between 
lofty edifices, which threw almost a twilight slmdow over 
it Suddenly, there was seen the figure of an ancient 
man, who seemed to have emerged from among tlie pco- 
pie, and was walking by himself along tlic centre of the 
street, to confront the armed band. He wore the old 
Poritan drfss, a dark cloak and a steepte-crowned hat, 
in the fcshion of at least fifty years before, with a heavy 
sword upon his thigh, but a staff in his hand to assist the 
tremulous gait of age. 

When at some distance from the multitude, the old 
nan turned slowly round, displaying a face of antique 
majesty, rendered doubly venerable by the hoary beard 
that descended on his breast He made a gesture at 
once of encourageme&t and warning, then turned again, 
and resumed his way. 



^^ 



" Who is tills gray patriareh P '* asked the young men 
of their sires. 

*' Who is this venerable brother?" asked the okL men 
among themselves. 

But none could moke reply. The fathers of the peo* 
pic, those of fourscore years and upwards, were dis- 
turbed, deeming it strange that they shouki fo<get one 
of such evident authority, whom they must have known 
in tiieir early days, the associate of Wiulhrop, and ail 
the old councillors, giving laws, and making prayers, and 
leading them against the saviigc. The elderly men ought 
to have remembered him, too, with locks as gray in their 
youth as their own were now. And the youug ! How 
could hQ have passed so utterly from their memories, — 
that hoary sire, the relic of long-<lepartcd times, whose 
awful benediction had surely been bestowed on their 
uncovered heads, in childhood? 

"AVhcaco did he come? What is his purpose? 
Who can this old man be?" whispered the wondering 
crowd. 

Meanwhile, the venerable stranger, staff in luind, was 
pursuing his solitary walk along the centre of the street. 
As he drew near the advancing soldiers, and as the roll 
of their drum came full upon his ear, the old man raised 
himself to a k)flicr mien, while the decrepitude of age 
seemed to fall from his shoulders, leaving him in gray 
but unbroken dignity. Now, he marched onward with 
a warrior's step, keeping time to the military music. 
Thus tlie aged form advanced on one side, and tlie whole 
parade of soldiers and magistmtes on the other, till, when 
scarcely twenty yards remained between, Uie old man 
grasped his staff by the middle, and hekl it before him 
like a leader's tnmclieon. 
'«8Undl" cried he. 
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Tht eje, the fiiee, and attitude of command ; the lol- 
emn» yet warlike peal of that roioe, fit either to rule a 
host in the battle-field or be raised to God in prayer, 
were irresistible. At the old man's word and out* 
stretched arm, the roll of the drum was hushed at once, 
and the advancing line stood still. A tremulous enthu- 
siasm seised upon the multitude. That stately form, 
combmiDg the leader and the saint, so gray, so dimly 
seen, in such an ancient garb, could only belong to some 
old champion of the righteous cause, whom the oppress- 
or's drum had summoned from his gni?e. They raised 
a shout of awe and exultation, and looked for the delir- 
erance of New Enghind. 

The GoTcmor, and the gentlemen of his party, per- 
ceiving themselves brought to an uneipected stand, 
lode hastily forward, as if they would have pressed 
their snorting and affrighted horses right against the 
hoary apparition. He, however, blenched not a step, 
but glancbg his severe eye round the group, which 
half encompassed him, at last bent it sternly on Sir 
Edmund Andros. One would have thought tliat tlie 
dark old man was chief ruler there, and that the Gov- 
cnior and Council, with soldiers at their back, rejirc- 
senting the whole power and authority of the Crown, 
had no alternative but obedience. 

''Wlrnt docs this old fellow hcreP" cried Edward 
Bandolph, fiercely. '*0n. Sir Edmund! Bid the sol- 
diers forward, and give the dotaid the same choice that 
jon give all his countrymen,— to stand aside or bo 
trampled on ! '' 

•«Nay, nay, let ns show respect to the good grand- 
aire,'' said Bullivant^ kugiiing. "See you not, lie is 
some oU nmnd-lieaded dignitaiy, who l«th Utin asleep 
tlwaa thirty years, and knows nothing of the change 0/ 
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times? Doubtless, he thinks to put us down with a 
proclamation in Old Noll's name 1 " 

" Are you mad, old man ? " demanded Sir Edmund 
Andros, in loud and harsh tones. '' How dare you stay 
the maroh of King James's Governor? " 

" I have stayed the march of a king himself, ere now," 
replied the gray figure, with stem composure. " I am 
here, Sir Governor, because the cry of an oppressed 
people hath disturbed me in my secret place; and be- 
seeching this favor earnestly of the Lord, it was vouch- 
safed me to appear once iigaiu on earth, in the good 
old cause of hb saints. And what speak ye of James ? 
There is no longer a Popish tyrant on the throne of 
England, and by to-morrow noon his name shall be a 
byword in this very street, where ye would make it a 
word of terror. Back, thou that wast a Governor, back ! 
With tliis night thy power is ended, — to-morrow, the 
prison ! — back, lest I foretell the scaffold ! " 

The people hod been drawing nearer and nearer, and 
drinking in the words of their champion, who spoke in 
accents long disused, like one unaccustomed to converse, 
except with the dead of many years ago. But his voice 
stirred their souls. They confronted the soldiers, not 
wholly without arms, and ready to convert the very 
stones of the street into deadly weapons. Sir Edmund 
Andros looked at the old man ; then be cast his hard and 
cruel eye over tlio multitude, and beheld them burning 
with that lurid wrath, so difficult to kindle or to quench ; 
and again he fixed his gase on the aged form, which 
stood obscurely in an open space, where ncitlicr friend 
nor foe had thrust himself. What were his thoughts, he 
uttered no word which miglit discover. But whether 
the oppressor were overaw^ by the Gray Champion's 
look, or perceived his peril in the threatening attitude of 
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tlio people, it u certain that he gaTo baek, and ordered 
his soldiers to eommeneo a sloir and guarded retreat. 
Before another sunset, tlie Govenior, and all that rode so 
proudly with him, were prisoners, and long ere it was 
knovn that James had abdicated, King William was pro- 
ehumed tlirougliout New England. 

But where was the Gray Champion ? Some reported, 
tliat when the troops had gone from King Street, and 
tlie people were thronging tumultuously in their rear, 
Bradstrcet, the aged Goveroor, was seen to embrace a 
form more aged than his own. Others sol)erly afiinned, 
that while they marvelled at the venerable grandeur of 
his aspect, the old mnn had faded from their eyes, melting 
slowly into tlie hues of twilight, till, where he stood, 
there was an empty space. But all agreed that tlie 
hoary shape was gone. Tlie men of that generation 
watched for his reappearance, in sunshine and in twi- 
liglit, bnt never saw him more, nor knew when his fuue- 
nd passed, nor where his gravestone was. 

And who was the Gray Champion P Perhnps his name 
might be found in the records of that stem Court of Jus- 
tice, which passed a sentence, too mighty for the age, 
bnt glorious in all after times, for its humbling lesson to 
the monarch and its higli example to the subject. I have 
heard, that whenever the descendants of the Puritans are 
to sliow the spirit of their sires, the old man appears 
again. Wlicn eighty years had passed, he walked once 
more in King Street. Five years later, in the twilight 
of an April morning, he stood on tlie green, beside the 
meeting-house, at Lexington, where now the obelisk of 
granite, with a skb of shite iuUud, eommemorates the 
first fidlen of the Kevolution. And when our fathers 
were toiling at the breastwork on Bunker's Hill, all 
Ihioogh thai night the old warrior walked his rounds. 
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Long, long may it be, ere he comes agaiu ! His hour is 
one of darkness, and adversity, and peril. But should 
domestic tyranny oppress us, or tiie invader's step pol- 
lute our soil, still may the Gray Champion oome, for he 
is the typo of New EngUnd's hereditary spirit, and Us 
sliadowy maxoh, on the eve of danger, must ever be the 
pledge that New England's sons will vindioate their 
anoeatxy. 
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SUNDAY AT HOMB. 

JVERY Sabbath moniiDg in the summer time I 
* thrust back the curtain, to watch the sunrise 

stealing down a steeple, which stands opnosite 

mjr cliamber-window. First, the wcathcrooek begins to 
flash ; then, a fainter lustre gircs tlie spire an airy aspect ; 
next It encroaches on the tower, and causes the index of 
the dial to glisten like gold, as it points to the gilded fig. 
ure of the hour. Now, Uie loftiest window gleams, and 
BOW the lower. The carved framework of the portal 
is nmrked strongly out. At length, the morning glory, 
in Its descent from hcaren, comes down the stone steps, 
one by one; and there stands the steeple, glowing with 
fresh radiance, while the shades of twilight still hide 
tbemselres among the nooka of the adjacent buildings. 
Methinks, though the same sun brightens it erery fair 
morning, yet the steeple baa a peculiar robe of briirhtness 
for the Sabbath. 

By dwelling near a church, a person soon contracts an 
•ttachmcnt for the edifice. We naturally penonify it, 
«nd coneeife its massive walls and its dim emptiness to 
be instinoi with a calm, and meditative, and somewhat 
mdanobdy spirit But the steeple stands foremost, in 
our thoughts^ as weD as loeaUy. It impitisses us asa 
giants with a mind oonpidiensive and discriminatiug 
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enough to care for the great and small concerns of all the 
town. Hourly, while it speaks a moral to the few tliat 
think, it reminds tliousands of busy individuals of their 
separate and most secret affairs. It is the steeple, too, 
that flings abroad the hurried and irregular accents of 
general idann ; neitlier have gladness and festivity found 
a better utterance, than by its tongue; and when tlie 
dead are slowly passing to their home, the steeple has 
a mehinelioly voice to bid tliem welcome. Yet, in spite 
of this oonneetion with human interests, what a moral 
loneliness, on week-days, broods round about its stately 
height ! It has no kindred with Uie bouses above which 
it towers ; it looks down into the narrow thoroughfare, 
tlie lonelier, because the crowd are elbowing their passage 
at its base. A glance at the body of tlie church deepens 
this impression. Within, by the light of distant win- 
dows, amid refracted shadows, we discern the vacant pews 
and empty galleries, the silent organ, the voiceless pulpit, 
and the clock, which tells to solitude how tune is pass- 
ing. Time, — where man lives not, — what is it but eter- 
nity P And in the church, wc might suppose, arc garnered 
up, throughout the week, all thoughts and feelings that 
have reference to eternity, until the holy day comes round 
again, to let them forth. Might not, then, its more ap- 
propriate site be in the outskirts of the town, with space 
for old trees to wave around it, and throw their solemn 
shadows over a quiet green P We will say more of this, 
hereafter. 

But, on the Sabbath, I watch the earliest sunshine, and 
fancy that a holier brightness marks the day, when there 
shall be no buzs of voices on the exchange, nor traffic in 
the shops, nor crowd, nor business, anywliere but at 
church. Many have fancied so. For my own part» 
whetlier I see it scattered down among tangled wooda» 
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or betming broad across the fields, or hcmmGd in between 
brick bufldings, or tnciug out the figure of the casement 
on my cluunbcr-floor, still I recognize the Sabbath sun- 
shine. And ever let me recognize it ! Some illusions, 
and this among them, are the shadows of great truths. 
Donbts may flit around me, or seem to close tlicir evil 
wings, and settle down ; but so long as I imagine that the 
earth is hallowed, and the light of licavcn retains its 
sancUtj, on tlie Sabbath, — while that blessed sunshine 
lives within me, —never can my soul Imve lost the in- 
stinct of its fiut]i. If it have gone astmy, it will letum 
again. 

I love to spend such pleasant Sabbaths, from morning 
till night, behind the curtain of my open window. Are 
lliey spent amiss ? Every spot, so near the church as to 
he visited by the circling shadow of the steeple, should 
be deemed consecrated ground, to-day. With stronger 
truth be it said, that a devout heart may conseemte a 
drn of tliievcs, as an evil one may convert a temple to 
tlie same. My heart, perhaps, has not such holy, uor, I 
would fain trust, such impious potency. It must suffice, 
that, tliough my form be absent, my inner man goes con- 
stantly to clmrch, while many, whose bodily presence 
fills tlie accustomed seats, have left their souls at home. 
Bat I am there, even before my friend, tlie sexton. At 
length, he comes, —a man of kindly, but sombre aspect, 
in dark gray clothes, and hair of the same mixture, — lie 
comes and applies his key to tlie wide portal. Now my 
tboughU may go in among the dusty pews, or ascend 
the pulpit without sacrilege, but soon come forth again 
to enjoy the music of the bell. How gfaul, yet solemn 
too! All tlie steeples in town are talking togklier, aloft 
in the sonny air, and rejoicing among themselves, while 
tiMur spins point heavenwaid. Meantime, here are the 



.: 



SUNDAY AT HOME. 



27 



children assembling to the Sabbath school, which is kept 
somewhere within the church. Often, while looking at 
the arched portal, I have been gladdened by the sight of 
a score of tlicse little girls and boys, m pink, blue, yel- 
low, and crimson frocks, bursting suddenly forth into the 
sunshine, like a swarm of gay butterflies that had been 
Khut up in the solemn gloom. Or I might compare them 
to cliembs, haunting tliat holy place. 

About a qiwrtcr of an hour before the second ringing 
of the bell, individuals of the congregation begin to np- 
]>par. The eariicst is invariably an old woman in black, 
whose Ixjiit frame and rounded shoulders are evidently 
laden with some heavy allliction, which she is eager to 
rest upon the altar. Would that the Sabbath came 
twice as often, for the sake of that sorrowful old soul! 
There is an elderly man, also, who arrives in good sea- 
son, and leans against the comer of the tower, just 
within the line of ita shadow, looking downward with a 
darksome brow. I sometimes fancy that Uic old woman 
is the happier of the two. After these, others drop in 
singly, and by twos and threes, either disappearing 
through Uic doorway or taking tlicir stand in its vicinity. 
At last, and always with an unexpected sensation, the 
bell turns in the steeple overhead!, and throws out an 
irregular clangor, jarring the tower to its foundation. 
As if there were magic in the sound, tlie sidewalks of 
the street, both up and down along, are immediately 
thronged with two loiig lines of people, all converging 
hitherward, and streaming into the church. Periiaps the 
far-off roar of a coach draws nearer, — a deeper thunder 
by its contrast witli the surrounduig stiUncss, — until it 
sets down the wealthy worsliippers at the portal, among 
their humblest brethren. Beyond that entrance, in theory 
at least, there are no distinetions of earthly rank; nor. 
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""iMd, by the goodlj appuci which it Atuuling in the 
wii, would Jhete wem to be «ich, on tlie hiUier side. 
Th«e pretty girb! Why wiil tlwy disturb my piou. 

I^iS^ ,1^ fiw»««t«« ou the Sabb«th. imrtoid of luiight. 
enmg their mortal lovdiucM. as if to rival the blc^d 
•ugeb, aud keq. our thoughto froai hcaveu. Were I 
U*e minister himself, I most needs look. One eiri is 

.nS%r ' ? '' ••" ^ '^ " 8»"»«"'' of «» 
lu ,• 3^*^ «f"^" P«^ '•<>*<»»". J-ave adopted a 
Jjd«^heerf„,u«„„fh«e. Their veils. espeekll/Sen 
U» wmd raises them, give a lightness to the general ef. 
feet «Ki make Ihem appear like aiiy pl«„,on«, .s thjy 

S^TJS" ""^ 'tockings. white a. s«.w. ami nc^ 
"ppen, laced crosswise with block ribbon, pretty high 

Here comes tlH» ckstgyman. slow and sofcmn. in severe 
«mj«.ty. needing „„ binek silk gown to denote Z 
«rL. w '^"J f""'." "'^ ""'«'*"«. but cannot win 

2r f^u? ^T:."^ fr"*""«' "«'" 'torn tlum ,Hti. 
M, OB (he wre^dwd appbcuit., that foco should be my 
••■dy. £^ middle age, or sooner, the creed has geuer- 
«Uy wronglit upon tin heart, or been attempered by it. 
A. Uie nunister passes into the chureh, tlio bcU hold, iu 

■WW* and (ben at my vwdov-cuilain, where, through 
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the small peephole, I half fancj ihat he has eaught mj 
eye. Nov, every loiterer has gooe in, and the street lies 
asleep in the quiet sun, vhile a feeling of loneliness 
comes over nic, and brings also an uneasy sense of neg- 
lected privileges and duties. O, I ought to have gone 
to church ! The hustle of the rising congregation reaches 
my ears. They are standing up to pray. Could I bring 
my heart into unison with Uiosc who are praying ui yon- 
der chiircli, and lift it heavenward, with a fervor of sup- 
pltcatiou, but no distinct request, would not tlwt be tlie 
safest kind of prayer ? " Lord, look down upon me in 
mercy ! " With that sentiment gushing fram my soul, 
roigiit I not leave all the rest to Him? 

Ilark 1 the hynm. This, at least, is a portion of the 
service which I can enjoy better tlum if I sat within the 
walls, where the full choir and the massive melody of 
tlie organ, would fall with a weight upon me. At tliis 
distance, it tlirills through my frame, and plays upon my 
heartstrings, with a pleasure both of the sense and spirit. 
Heaven be praised, I know nothing of music, as a scienoe ; 
and the most elaborate harmonies, if tliey please me, 
please as sunply as a nurse's lulbby. The strain has 
ceased, but prolongs itself in my mind, with fanciful 
echoes, till I start from my revery, and ilud tliat tlie 
sermon lias commenood. It is my misfortune seldom to 
fructify, iu a reguhtr way, by any but printed sermons. 
The flrst strong idea, which the preacher utters, gives 
birth to a train of thought, mid leads me onward, step by 
step, quite out of hearing of the good man's voice, unless 
he be indeed a son of thunder. At my open window, 
catching now and then a sentence of the " parson's saw," 
I am as well situated as at the foot of the pulpit stairs. 
The broken and scattered fragments of this one discourse 
will be the texts of many sermons, preached by those 
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colleague pastors, •— colleagues, but often disputants, — 
mj Mind and Heart. The fonner pretends to be a 
scliolar, and perplexes me iritb doetrinol points; the 
latter takes me on the score of feeling; and both, like 
aereral other preachers, spend their strength to very 
little purpose 1« their sole auditor, cannot always uu* 
derstaud them. 

Suppose that a few hours have passed, and behold me 
still behind my curtain, just before the close of the after- 
noon service. The hour-liand on the dial has passed 
beyond four o'clock. The declining sun is hidden behind 
tlic steeple, and throws its shadow straight across the 
street, so tliat my chamber is darkened, as with a cloud. 
Around tlie chureh-d<ior all is solitude, and an ini])cne« 
trablc obscurity beyond the threshold. A commotion is 
heard. The scats arc skimmed down, and the pcw^loors 
tluown back, — a multitudeof feet are trampling along tlie 
unseen aisles, — and the congregation bursts suddenly 
t hrough the portal. Foremost, scampers a mbblc of boys, 
behind whom moves a dense and dark plialanx of grown 
men, and lastly, a crowd of females, with young children, 
and a few scattered husbands. This instantaneous out- 
break of life into loneliness is one of the pleasantest scenes 
of the day. Some of the good people are rubbing their 
eyes, thereby intimating tlmt they luive been wrappe«l, os 
it were, in a sort of holy trance, by the fervor of their 
devotion. Tlicre is a young man, a third-rate coxcomb, 
whose first care is always to flouriiih a white hnndker- 
chieC Mid brush tlic scat of a tiglit |wiir of black silk pan- 
taloons, which shine as if varnished. Tliey must have 
been made of the stulT called " evrrhistuig," or perhaps of 
the same piece as Christian's garments in the Pilgrim's 
Pro gres s , for lie put tliem on two summers ago, and has 
Bol yei worn the gloaa off. 1 have taken a great liking 
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to those black silk pantaloons. But, now, with nods and 
greetings among friends, each matron takes her husband's 
arm, and paces gravely homeward, while the girls also 
flutter away, after arranging sunset walks with their 
favored bachelors. The Sabbath eve is the eve of love. 
At length, the whole congregation is dispersed. No ; 
here, with faces as glossy as black satin, come two sable 
ladies and a sable gentleman, and close in their rear the 
minister, who softens his severe visage, and bestows a 
kind woid on each. Poor souls ! To them the roost 
captivating picture of bliss in heaven is — "There we 
shall be white!" 

All is solitude again. But, hark ! — a broken warbling 
of voices, and now, attuning its grandeur to their swecU 
ness, a stately peal of the organ. Who are the choris- 
ters ? Let mo dream tlmt the angels, who came down 
from heaven, this blessed morn, to blend themselves with 
the worship of the truly good, are phiytug and singing 
their farewell to the earth. On the wings of that rich 
melody they were borne upward. 

This, gentle reader, is merely a flight of poetry. A few 
of the singing men and singing women had lingered behind 
their fellows, and raised their voices fitfully, and blew 
a careless note u|)on the organ. Yet, it lifted my soul 
higher than all their fonner strains. They are gone, -- 
the sons and daughters of music, — and the gray sexton is 
just closing the jwrtal. For six days more, tliere will be 
no face of nmn in the jwws, and aisles, and galleries, nor 
a voice in the pulpit, nor music in the choir. Was it 
worth while to rear this massive ediOee, to be a desert in 
the heart of the town, and populous only for a few hours 
of each seventh day ? 0, bat the church is a symbol of 
religion! May its site, which was consecrated on tlie 
day when the first tree was felled, be kept holy forever, 
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a spot of sob'tiide and pMce, amid the trouUo and Tanitj 
ofoarweek^ajworidt Theie is a moral, and a rdigion 
too. erai in the silent walls. And maj the steeple still 
pout heavenward, and be decked with the hallowed sun. 
shine of the Sabbath mom 1 




u iwi M ' n ' ^ I' '■■ ■ >y> ' ' > yj^ii^>^ » ^ * ^ '■' ^ ■ *" n *i » w . y ii< i i,»u > iJJ ii i iii nwi 





THE WEDDING KNELL. 



.^ JIIERE is a ecriain cliurch in the city of New 
-^" York, which I hare always regarded with pe- 

culiar interest, on account of a marriage there 

soleninizcd, under vciy singular circumstances, in my 
grandmother's girlhood. Tliat rencrable bdy chanced 
to be a spectator of tlie scene, and ever after made it her 
favorite narrative. Whether the edifice now standing on 
the same site be the identical one to which she referred, 
I am not antiquarian enough to know ; nor wouki it be 
worth while to correct myself, perlups, of an agreeable 
error, by reading the date of its erection on the tablet 
over the door. It is a stately church, surrounded by an 
enclosure of the loveliest green, within which appear 
urns, pilkrs, obelisks, and other forms of monumental 
marble, the tributes of private affection, or more splendid 
memorials of historic dust With such a place, thougli 
the tumult of the city rolls beneath its tower, one would 
be willing to connect some legendary interest. 

The marriage might be considered as the result of an 
early engagement, though there had been two interme* 
diate weddings on the lady*s part, and forty years of 
celibacy on that of the gentleman. At sixty-five, Mr. 
Ellenwood was a shy, but not quite a secluded man; 
selfiah, like all men who brood over their own hearts^ 
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J0t maoifeflting, on rare occasions, a Tcin of generous 
sentiment; a sdiolar, throngbout life, though alvajs an 
indolent one, because his studies had no definite object, 
either of pubUo advantage or personal ambition; a gen- 
tleman, high bred and fastidiously delicate, jet sometimes 
requiring a considerable relaxation, in his behalf, of the 
common rules of society. In truth, there were so many 
anomalies in his character, and, though shrinking with 
diseased sensibility from public notice, it had been his 
&tality so often to become the topic of the day, by some 
wild eccentricity of conduct, that people searched his 
lineage for an hereditary taint of insanity. But there 
was no need of tJiis. His caprices had their origin in 
a mud that kcked the support of an engrossing purpose, 
and in feelings that preyed upon themselves, for want 
of other food. If be were mad, it was the oonse* 
quence, and not the cause, of an aimless and abortive 
life. 

The widow was as complete a contrast to her third 
bridegroom, in ererytliing but age, as can well be con- 
ceived. Compelled to relinquish her first engagement, 
she had been united to a man of twice her own years, 
to whom she became an ezemphry wife, and by whose 
death she was left in possession of a splendid fortune. 
A Southern gentleman, considerably younger than her- 
self, succeeded to her hand, and carried her to Clmrleston, 
where, after many uncomfortable years, she found herself 
again a widow. It would liavo been singuhu*, if any 
nncomoMm delicacy of feeling had survived through such 
a life as Mrs. Dabuey's ; it could not but be crushed and 
killed by her eariy disappointment, tlie cold duty of her 
first marriage, the dislocation of tlie heart's principles, 
eonsequent on a second union, and the unkindness of her 
Sotttlwrn husband, which had inevitably driven her to 
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connect the idea of his death with that of her comfort 
To be brief, she was that wisest, but unlovelicst variety 
of woman, a philosopher, bearing troubles of the heart 
with equanimity, di8|>cusing with all that should have 
been her happiness, and making the best of what re- 
mainod. Sago in most matters, the widow was perlmps 
the more amiable, for the one frailty that made her ridicu- 
lous. Being cliildless, she could not remain beautiful by 
proxy, in the person of a daughter; she therefore refused 
to grow old and ugly, on any consideration ; she strug- 
gled with Time, and held fust her roses in spite of him, 
till the venerable thief appeared to have relinquished the 
spoil, as uot worth the trouble of acquiring it. 

The approaching marriage of this woman of the world, 
with such an unworldly man as Mr. Elleuwood, was an- 
nounced soon after Mrs. Dabney's return to her native 
city. Superficial observers, and deeper ones, seemed to 
concur in supposing that the kdy must have borne no 
inactive part in arranguig tlie aflair; there were con- 
siderations of expediency, which she would be far more 
likely to appreciate than Mr. Ellen wood ; and there wai 
just the specious phantom of sentiment and romance, in 
this kto union of two early lovers, which sometimes 
makes a fool of a woman, who has lost her true feelings 
among tlie accidents of life. All the wonder was, how 
the gentleman, with his hick of worldly wisdom, and 
agonising consciousness of ridicule, could have been in- 
duced to take a measure at once so prudent and so 
laughable. But while people talked, the wedding-day 
arrived. The ceremony was to be solemnized according 
to the Episcopalian forms, and in open ehureh, witli a 
degree of publicity tlmt attracted many spectators, who 
occupied the front seats of the gaUcrics, and the pew» 
near the altar and along the broad aisle. It had been 
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wmngBit or poesiblj it wts the custom of the day, that 
the parties should proceed separately to churcL Bj 
some accident, the bridegroom was a little less punctuid 
than the widow and her bridal attendants; with whose 
arrival, after this tedious, but necessary preface, the 
action of our tale may be said to commence. 

The clumsy wheels of several old-fasbioned coaches 
were heard, and the gentlemen and bdics, composing 
the bridal party, came through the church-door, with 
the sudden and gladsome effect of a burst of sunshine. 
The whole group, except the principal figure, was made 
up of youth and gayety. As they streamed up tlie broad 
aisle, while the pews and pilhirs seemed to brighten on 
either side, their steps were as buoyant as if they mistook 
the church for a ballroom, and were ready to dance hand 
in hand to the altar. 80 brilliant was the spectacle, that 
few took notice of a singuhir phenomenon tliat had 
narked its entrance. At the moment when tlie bride's 
foot touched tlio threshold, Uie bell swung heavily in the 
tower above her, and sent forth its deepest knell. The 
vibrations died away and returned, with prolonged solcm* 
nity, as she entered the body of the church. 

" Good heavens t what an omen ! *' whispeied a young 
lady to her lover. 

"On my honor," replied tlie gentlenmn, "I Ixslievo 
the bell has the good taste to toll of its own accord. 
What has she to do with weddings P If you, dearest 
Julia» were approaching tlie altar, the bell would ring 
oat its merriest peaL It has only a funeral knell for 
her.'* 

The bride^ and most of her company, had been 
too much ooeupied with the bustle of entrance, to 
bear the first boding stroke of the bell, or at feast to 
lefleoi on (he aingidarity of auoh a wehxmie to the 
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altar. They therefore continued to advance, with un- 
diminished gayety. Tlie gorgeous dresses of the time, 
the crimson velvet coaU, the gold-kccd hats, the hoop 
petticoats, the silk, satin, brocade, and embroidery, the 
buckles, canes, and swords, all displayed to the best 
advantage on persons suited to such fmcry, made the 
group appear more like a bright-colored picture than 
anything real. But by what perversity of taste had the 
artist represented his principal figure as so wriukted 
and decayed, while yet he liad decked her out in the 
brightest splendor of attire, as if the loveliest maiden 
had suddenly witliered into ago, and become a moral 
to the beautiful around her! On they went, however, 
and liad glittered along about a third of the aisle, wlien 
another stroke of the bell seemed to fill the cliuroh 
with a visible gloom, dimming and obscuring the bright 
pageant, till it shone forth again as from a mist. 

This time the party wavered, stopped, and huddled 
closer together, while a slight scream was heard from 
some of the ladies, and a confused whispering among 
tlie gentlemen. Thus tossing to and fro, they might 
have been fancifully compared to a splendid bunch 
of flowers, suddenly shaken by a puff of wind, which 
tlireateucd to scatter the leaves of an old, brown, 
withered rose, on the same stalk with two dewy buds; 
such being the embkm of the widow between her fair 
young bridcmaids. But her heroism was admirable. 
She had started with an irrepressible shudder, as if 
the stroke of the bell lud fallen directly on her heart; 
then, recovering herself, while her attendants were 
yet in dismay, she took the lead, and paced eaUnly 
up the aisle. The bell continued to swing, strike, and 
vibiate, with the same doleful regularity, as when a 
eorpse is on its way to the tomb.** 
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"Mj young friends hero have ihcii' ncnres a little 
iliaken/' said the widow, with a smile, to the clcrgj- 
nan at tlie altar. "But so many weddiiigs hare been 
nsherod in with the merriest peal of tiie bdls, and yet 
tamed ont nnliappily, that I sliall hope for better for* 
tune under sueh different auspiees." 

••Madam/' answered the reetor, in great perplexity, 
••this strange oeeurrenoe brings to my mind a marriage 
sermon of the famous Bishop Taylor, wherein lie min- 
gles so many thouglits of mortality and future woe, that, 
to speak somewhat after his own ridi style, he seems to 
bang the bridal clmuiber in bhu;k, and eut tlie weddiug 
garment out of a coiBn pail. And it has been the eus- 
torn of dirers nations to infuse somethmg of sadness 
into their marriage eeromonies; so to keep death in 
mind, while eontracting that engngoment whieh is life's 
chiefest business. Tlius we may draw a sad but proGta- 
Ue mond from this funeral knelL" 

But, though tlio okrgymau might have given his 
moral even a keener point, he did not fail to despatch 
an attendant to inquire into the roysteiy, and stop those 
sounds, so dismally appropriate to sueh a marriage. A 
brief spoec elapsed, daring whieh the silenee was bra- 
ken only by whispers, and a few suppressed titterings, 
among the wedding party and the spectators, who, after 
the first shook, were' disposed to draw an ill-natorod 
merriment from the affair. The young lutve less charity 
fer aged follies than the old for those of youth. The 
widow's glance was observed to wander, for an instant^ 
towards a window of the church, as if searohing for the 
timcwom marble that she had dedicated to her first 
husband; then her eyelids dropped over their faded 
oibi, and her thouglits were drawn irresistibly to an- 
cOar giavn. Two buried mm, with a voioe at her ear. 



i 



iu I 






THE WEDDING KNELL. 



39 



and a cry afar off, were calling her to lie down beside 
them. Perhaps, with momentary truth of feeling, she 
thought how much happier had been her £Bite, if, after 
years of bliss, tlie bell were now tolling for her ftineral, 
and she were followed to the grave by the old affection 
of her earliest lover, long her husband. But why liad 
she returned to him, when their cold hearts shrank from 
each other's embrace ? 

Still the death-bell tolled so mournfully, that the 
sunshine seemed to fode in the air. A whisper, com- 
municated from those who stood nearest the windows^ 
now spread tlirough the church ; a heane, with a trsin 
of several ooaclies, was creeping along tlie street, eon* 
veyiug some dead man to the churchyard, while the 
bride awaited a living one at tlie altar. Immediately 
after, the footsteps of the bridegroom and his friends 
were heard at the door. Tlie widow looked down the 
aisle, and clinched the arm of one of her bridcmaids in 
her bony hand, with such unconscious violence, that the 
fair giri trembled. 

"You frighten me, my dear madam!" cried she. 
••For Heaven's sake, what is the matter F" 

••Nothing, my dear, nothing," said the widow; then, 
whispering close to her ear, ''There is a foolish fancj, 
that I cannot get rid of. I am expecting my brida* 
groom to come into the church, with my first two hus- 
bands for groomsmen ! " 

•'Look, look!" screamed the bridemaid. ••What is 
here? The funeral!" 

As she spoke, a dark procession paced into tlie church. 
First came an old man and woman, like chief moumen 
at a funeral, attired from head to foot in the deepest 
black, all but their pale featuvea and hoazy hair; he 
leaning on a OmB, and supporting her denepit foxa 
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inth hb neirelets urm. Behind,, appeared another, and 
another pair, as aged, as black, and nioumful as the 
first As they drev near, the vidow rccoguuBcd in 
erery face sonie trait of former friends, long forgotten, 
hut now retnming, as if from their old graves, to warn 
her to prepare a shroud; or, with purpose almost 
as unweloome, to exhibit their wrinkles and infirmity, 
and claim her as their companion by the tokens of her 
own decay. Many a merry niglit had she danced with 
them, in youth. And now, in joyless age, she felt that 
iomc withered partner should request her Imnd, and all 
unite, in a dance of death, to the music of the funeral 
bdl. 

While these aged mourners were passing up the aisle^ 
it was observed, that, from pew to pew, the spectators 
shuddered with irrepressible awe, as some object hiilierto 
concealed by tlie intervening figures came full in sight. 
Many turned away their laiccs ; others kept, a fixed and 
rigid stare ; and a young girl giggled hysterically, and 
fiunted with the laughter on lier lips. Wltcn the sped ral 
procession approached the altar, each couple separated, 
and slowly diverged, till, in tlie centre, appeared a form, 
that had been worthily ushered in with all this gloomy 
pomp, the death knell, and the funeral. It was the 
bridegroom in his shroud I 

No garb but that of the grave could liavc befitted such 
a death-like aspect ; the eyes, indeed, had tlic wild gleam 
of a sepulchral kmp; all else was fixed in the stem calm- 
ness which old men wear in the coffin. The coqisc stood 
motionless, but addressed the widow in accents tliat 
seemed to melt into the chmg of the bell, which fell heav- 
ily on the air while he spoke. 

^Come, my bride! ^ said those pale lips, Vthe hearse 
ii m4j* Tho uadkaa stands waiting for us at the door 
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of the tomb. Let us be nuuried; and then to our 
coffins!" 

How shall the widow's horror be represented? It 
gave her tlie ghastliucss of a dcml man's bride. Her 
youthful friends stood apart, shuddoriug at the moumerSy 
the shrouded bridegroom, and lierself ; the whole sceno 
expressed, by the strongest imageiy, the vain struggle of 
the gilded vanities of this world, when opposed to age, 
infirmity, sorrow, and death. The awe-struck silence was 
first broken by tlie clergyman. 

"Mr. Ellenwood," said he, soothingly, yet with some- 
what of authority, " you are not well. Your mind has 
been agitated by the unusual circumstances in which you 
are placed. The ceremony must be deferred. As an old 
friend, let me entreat you to return home." 

" Homo I yes ; but not without my bride," answered 
ho, in the same hollow accents. " You deem this mock- 
ery, perimps madness. Had I bedizened my aged and 
broken frame with scarlet and embroidery, — had I forced 
my withered lips to smile at my dead heart, — that might 
have been mockery, or madness. But now, let young 
and old dcchire, which of us luis come hither without a 
wedding garment, tho bridegroom or tlie bride ! " 

He stepped forward at a ghostly pace, and stood 
beside the widow, contrasliug tlie awful simplicity of his 
shroud With the glare and glitter in which she hod ar- 
rayed herself for this uulmppy scene. None, that beheld 
them, could deny the terribks strength of the moral which 
his disordered intellect had contrived to draw. 

** Cruel ! cruel ! " groaned the heart-stricken bride. 

"Cruel!" repeated he; then losing his death-h'ke 
composure in a wild bitterness, " Heaven judge which 
of us has been cruel to the other ! In youth, you de> 
prived me of my happiness, my hopes, my aims; you took 
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away all tho tulMtaiiee of my life, and made it a dream, 
without reality euougii even to grieve at, — with only 
a pervading gloom, through which 1 walked wearily, 
and cared not whither. But after forty years, when I 
have built my tomb, and would not give up the thought 
of resting there, — no, not for such a life as we once pic- 
tured, —you call me to the altar. At your summons I 
am here. But other husbands have enjoyed your youth, 
your beauty, your wannth of heuH, and all that could be 
termed your life. What is there for mo but your decay 
and death? And therefore I have bidden these funeral 
friends, and bespoken the sexton's deepest knell, and am 
come, in my shfoud, to wed you, as with a burial service^ 
that we may join our liands at Ihe door of the sepulchre, 
and enter it together." 

It was not frenay ; it was not merely tho drunken, 
oess of strong emotion, in a lieart unused to it, that now 
wrought upon the bride. Tlie stem lesson of the day 
had done its work ; her worldliness was gone. She 
seised the bridegroom's hand. 

•• Yes ! " cried slic. " Let ns wed, even at the door 
of the sepulchre ! My life has gone in vanity and empti- 
ness. But, at its dose, there is one true feeling. It lias 
made me what I was in youth ; it makes me worthy oi 
you. Time is no more for both of us. Let us wed for 
eternity ! •• 

With a long and deep regard, the bridegroom looked 
mto her eyes, while a tear was gathering in his own. 
j^w strange tliat gush of human feeling from the frosen 
wwom of a eoipse I He wiped away Uie tear even with 
aisshrond. 

-Beloved of my youth,*' said he, "I have been wflA 
I^r^ rf mj wWe lifetime had returned at onoe, 
^^^ "l»^ Foignrdiaiidbefoigiven. Yea; it 



TUB WEDDING KNELL. 



4S 



is evening with us now ; and we have realixcd none of 
our morning dreams of happiness. But let us join our 
hands before the altar, as lovers whom adverse cireum* 
stances have separated through life, yet who meet again 
as they are leaving it, and find their earthly affection 
changed into something holy as religion. And what is 
Time, to the married of Eternity ? " 

Amid tlie tears of nmny, and a swell of exalted senti- 
ment, in those who felt aright, was solemnized tlie uiiiou 
of two immortal souls. Tho traiu of withered mourners, 
the hoary bridegroom in his shroud, the pale features of 
tlie aged bride, and the death*bcll tolling through tho 
whole, till its deep voice overpowered the marriage words, 
all marked tho funeral of eartlily hopes. But as tho 
ceremony proceeded, the oigan, as if stirred by the sym- 
pathies of this impressive scene, poured forth an antliem, 
first mingling with the dismal kucll, then rising to a lof- 
tier strain, till the soul looked down upon its woe. And 
when the awful rite was finished, and, with cold hand in 
oold hand, the Married of £temity withdrew, the organ'a 
peal of solemn triumph drowned the Wedding KnelL 
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THB MINISTBB'S BLACK VEIL* 

A PABABLI.* 

sexton stood in the porch of Milford meeting- 
house, pulling busily at the bell-ropc. The old 
people of the yillngo came stooping along the 
street Children with bright faces tripped merrily beside 
their parents, or mimicked a graver gait, in the conscious 
dignity of their Sunday clot lies. 8|)nicc bachelors looked 
sidelong at the pretty maidens, and faucicd tlmt the Sabljuth 
suushine made them prettier than on week-days. When 
the throng had mostly streamed into the |iorch, the sexton 
began to toll the bell, keephig his eye on the Reverend 
Mr. Hooper's door. The first glimpse of tlie elergymau's 
figure was the signal for the bell to cease its summons. 

<* But what has good Parson Hooper got upon his 
&C0 ?" cried the sexton, in astonishment 

All within hearing immediately turned about, and be- 

• Another clergyman in New Englaad, Mr. Joseph Moody, 
of York, Maine, who died about eighty years since, made him- 
self remarkable by the same cccentrieity that is here rtlalcd of 
the Reverend Mr. Hooper. In his ease, however, the symbol 
had a diflerent import la early life he had aoeidentally kiUed 
a beWved friend; and from that d«r till the hour of his own 
dsath^hsludhisfroafraBBeB. 
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held tlio semblance of Mr. Hooper, pacing slowly bis 
meditative way towards the mcctiug-house. With one 
accord they started, expressing more wonder than if some 
strange minister were coming to dust the cushions-of Mr. 
Hooper's pulpit 

" Are you sure it is our parson P" inquired Goodman 
Gray of the sexton. 

"Of a certainty it is good Mr. Hooper,'* replied the 
sexton. " He was to have exclmugcd pulpits with Parson 
Shute, of Wcstbury ; but Parson Shute sent to excuse 
himself yesterday, being to preach a funeral sermon." 

The cause of so much amazement may appear sufficient- 
ly slight. Mr. Hooper, a gentlemanly person, of about 
thirty, thougli still a bachelor, was dressed with duo 
clerical neatness, as if a carefid wife had starehed his 
band and brushed the weekly dust from his Sunday's 
garb. There was but one thing remarkable in his ap- 
pearance. Swathed about his forehead, and hanging 
down over his face, so low as to be shaken by his breath, 
Mr. Hooper had on a bbek veil. On a nearer view, it 
seemed to consist of two folds of crape, which entirely 
concealed his features, except the mouth and chin, but 
probably did not intereept his siglit, further tlum to give 
a darkened aspect to all living and inanimate things. 
With this gloomy shade before him, good Mr. Hooper 
walked onward, at a slow and quiet pace, stooping some- 
what, and looking on the ground, as is customary with 
abstracted men, yet nodding kindly to those of his parish- 
ioners who still waited on the meeting-house steps. But 
so wouder-stnick were they, that his greeting hardly met 
with a return. 

" I can't really feel as if good Mr. Hooper's face was 
behind that piece of crape," said the sexton. 

"I don't like it," muttered an old woman, as she 
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hobbled into tho meeting-honse. *'He has ehang^ 
himself into sometliing awful, only by hiding bis faee." 

"Our parson has gone mad I " cried Goodman Graji 
foDowiug him across the tlircshold. 

A rumor of some unaccountable phenomenon had pre- 
ceded Mr. Hooper into the meeting-house, and set all tlie 
oongn^Uon astir. Few could refrain from twisting their 
heads towards the door; many stood upright, and turned 
directly about ; while several little boys clambered upon 
the scats* and came down again with a terrible racket. 
Tliero was a general bustle, a rustling of the women's 
gowns and shuffling of the men's feet, greatly at variance 
with tliat hushed repose which should attend the entrance 
of the minister. But Mr. Hooper appeared not to notice 
the perturbation of his people. He ent crcd with an almost 
noiseless step, bent his head mildly to the pews on each 
aide, and bowed as he passed his oldest parishioner, a white- 
haired great-grandsire, who occupied an arm-chair in the 
centre of the aisle. It was strange to observe how slowly 
this venerable man became conscious of sometlung siuguhir 
in the appcanmec of liis pastor. Ho seemed not fully to 
partake of the prevailing wonder, till Mr. Hooper liad 
ascended the stairs, and showed himself in the pulpit, 
lace to iaoe with his congregation, except for the black 
Tcil. TImt mysterious emblem was never once withdrawn. 
It shook with his measured breath as he gave out the 
psalm ; it threw its obscurity between him and the holy 
page, as he read the Scriptures ; and while he prayed, the 
veil ky heavily mi his uplifted countenance. Did he 
seek to hide it from the dread Being whom he was ad- 
dressing f 

Such was the c/Tcct of this simple piece of crape, tliat 
more than one woman of delicaie nerves was forced to 
leave the meeting-house. Yet periiapa the pd6-(aoed 
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congregation was almost as fearful a sight to the minister, 
as his bbck veil to them. 

Mr. Hooper had the reputation of a good preacher, but 
not an energetic one : he strove to win his people heaven- 
ward by mild, persuasive influences, rather tlian to drive 
them thither by the thunders of the Word. The sermon 
which he now delivered was marked by the same charao- 
teristics of stylo and manner as the general scries of his 
pulpit oratory. But there was something, either in the 
sentiment of the discourse itself, or in the imagination of 
the auditors, which made it greatly the most powerful 
effort that they had ever heard from tlicir pastor's lips. 
It was tinged, rather more darkly than usual, with the 
gentle gloom of Mr. Hooper's temperament The subject 
luid reference to secret sin, and those sad mysteries which 
we hide from our nearest and dearest, and would fain 
conceal from our own consciousness, even forgetting that 
tlie Omniscient can detect them. A subtile power was 
breathed uito lib words. Each member of the congre- 
gation, the most innocent giri and the man of hardened 
breast, felt as if the preacher had crept upon them, behind 
Ills awful veil, and discovered their hoarded uiiquity of 
deed or thought. Many spread their clasped hands on 
their bosoms. There was nothing terrible m what Mr. 
Hooper said ; at least, no violence ; and yet» with every 
tremor of his mehmcholy voice, the hearers quaked. An 
unsought pathos came hand in liand witli awe. So sensi- 
ble were the audience of some unwonted attribute in their 
minister, that they longed for a breath of wind to blow 
aside the veil, almost believing that a stranger's visage 
would be discovered, though the form, gesture, and voice 
were those of Mr. Hooper. 

At the close of the services, the people hurried out 
with indecorous confusion, eager to oommunicate their 
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peat-np amazement, and consdons of ligliter spirita, the 
moment they lost sight of the bbck veil. Some gath- 
ered in little circles, huddled closelj together, with their 
noatha all wliispcring in the centre; some went home- 
ward alone, wrapt in silent meditation; some talked 
kmdlj, and prolancd the Sabivith day with ostentatious 
lauglitcr. A few shook tlieir sagricious heads, intimating 
tliat they oould penetrate the mystery ; while one or two 
aiBrmed that tliere was no mystery at all, but only that 
Mr. Hooper's eyes were so weakened by the midnigiit 
lamp, as to require a shade. After a brief interval, forth 
came good Mr. Hooper also, in the rear of his flock. 
Taming his veiled face from one group to another, he 
paid due reverence to the hoary heads, saluted the mid- 
die aged with kind dignity, as their friend and spiritual 
guide, greeted the young with mingled authority and 
love, and hud his hands on tlie little children's heads to 
bless them. Such was always his custom on the Sabbath 
day. Stnmge and bewildered looks repaid him for his 
oourtesy. None, as on former occasions, aspired to the 
honor of walking by their pastor's side. Old Squire 
Saunders, doubtless by an accidental lapse of memory, 
neglected to invite Mr. Hooper to hb table, where tlie 
good clergyman liad been wont to bless the food, almost 
every Sunday since his scttlcnicat. He returned, (here- 
fere, to the parsoimgc, and, at tlie moment of closing the 
door, was observed to look back upon tlic people, ^1 of 
whom bad their eyes fixed upon the minister. A sad 
smile gleamed fauitly from beneath the black veil, and 
flickered about his mouth, glimmering as he disappeared. 

*' How strange," said a lady, "tliat a simple black veil, 
such as any woman might wear on her bonnet, should 
become such a terrible thing on Mr. Hooper's face ! " 

"Something must aurely be amiss with Mr. Hooper'a 
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intellects,'' observed her husband, the physician of tho 
village. "But tlie strangest part of the affair ia tho 
efTcct of this vagary, even on a sober-minded man like 
myself. Tho black veil, though it covers only our pas- 
tor's face, throws its influence over his whole person, 
and makes him ghost-like from head to foot Do you not 
feel. it so?" 

"Truly do I," replied the kdy ; "and I would not be 
alone with him for the world. I wonder he is not afraid 
to be alone with himself! " 

" Men sometimes are so," said her husband. 

The afternoon service was attended with similar oir- 
cumsUuiccs. At its conclusion, the bell tolled for the 
funeral of a young hidy. The relatives and friends were 
assembled in the house, and the more distant acquaint- 
ances stood about the door, speaking of the good quali- 
ties of the deceased, when their talk was interrupt^ by 
the appearance of Mr. Hooper, still covered with hia 
black veil. It was now an appropriate emblem. Tho 
clergyman stepped into the room where the corpse was 
laid, and bent over the coffin, to take a last farewell of 
his deceased parishioner. As he stooped, the veil hung 
straight down from his forehead, so tliat, if her eyelids 
had not been closed forever, the dead maiden miglit liavo 
seen his face. Could Mr. Hooper be fearful of her 
ghuice, that he so hastily caught back the bhu^k veil ? 
A person who watched the interview between tlie dead 
and living scrupled not to affirm, that, at the instant 
when the clergyman's features were disclosed, the corpse 
had slightly shuddered, rustling the shroud and muslin 
cap, thongh tho countenance retained the composure of 
death. A superstitious old woman was tlie only witness 
of this prodigy. From the coffin Mr. Hooper passed 
into the chamber of the moumen^ and thence to the 
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ketd of tbe stairease, to make the fiiiieral prajer. It 
was a tender and lieart-dbsolving pniyer, full of sorrow, 
jet so imbued with eelcstial liopcs, tliat the music of a 
heavenlr harp, swept by the fingers of the dead, seemed 
fiunfly to be beard among tlie saddest ocecnts of the 
minister. Tlie poo|)lc trembled, though they but darkly 
understood him when ho prayed that tiicy, and hlnisclf, 
and all of mortal moo, might bo ready, as he trusted this 
young maiden iiad been, for the dreadful hour that should 
snalch the veil from their faces. The beiirers went heav- 
ily forth, and tlic mourners followed, saddening all the 
street, with tho dead before them, aud Mr. Hooper in his 
black veil behind. 

'* Why do yott look buck P ** said one in the procession 
to bis partner. 

**! had a fancy," replied she, "tlmt the minister and 
tbe maiden's spirit were walking hand in hand." 
"And so had I, at the same moment," said tbe other. 
Tliat night, the liandsomest couple in Milford vilbge 
were to be joined in wedlock. Though reckoned a niel- 
aneholy man, Mr. Hooper had a pUcid cheerfulness for 
i«eh oecasionSy which often excited a sympathetic smile, 
where livelier merriment would have been thrown away. 
There was no quality of his disposition which made him 
more bek>ved tliaa this. Tlie company at the wedding 
awaited bis arrival with impatience, trusting that the 
strange awe, which had gathered over him throughout 
the day, would now be dispelled. Btit such was not the 
result When Mr. Hooper came, the first thing that 
their eyes rested on was tlie same horrible black veil, 
which had added deeper gloom to tlio funeral, and could 
portend nothing but evil to tlie wedding. Such was its 
iiBaMduite cffeet on tbe guests, that a oloud seemed to 
hK9t voUed duskily from beneath the black cnpe» and 
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dimmed tho liglit of the candles. Tlie bridal pur stood 
up before the minister. But the bride's cold fingers 
quivered in the tremulous hand of the bridegroom, aud 
her death-like paleness caused a whisjicr that the maiden 
who had been buried a few hours before was come from 
her grave to l>e married. If ever another wedding were 
so dismal, it was that famous one wiicrc they tolled the 
wedding knell. After performing the cci-cmony, Mr. 
Hooper raised a glass of wiuo to his lips, wishing luippi* 
iicss to the iicw-inarricd couple, in a strain of mild pleas- 
antry that ou^Hit to have brighteued the features of tlie 
guests, like a cheerful gleam from the hearth. At that 
instant, catelilng a glimpse of his figure in the looking- 
glass, the black veil involved his own spirit in the horror 
with which it overwhelmed all othcn. His frame shud- 
dered, — his lips grew white, — he spilt the untasted wine 
upon the carpet, — aud rushed forth into tlie darkness. 
Por the Earth, too, liad on her Bhick Veil 

The next day, the whole village of Milford talked of 
little else tliau Parson Hooper's black veil. That, and 
tiic mystery concealed behind it, supplied a topic for dis- 
cussion between acquaintances meeting in the street and 
good women gossiping at their open windows. It was 
the firat item of news that the tavern-keeper told to bis 
guests. Tlic diildren babbled of it on their way to 
school. One imilative little imp covered his face with 
an old hhek hnndkereliief, thereby so afTrighting hla 
playinalcM that the panic seized himself, aud he wcUuigh 
lost Ills wits by his own waggery. 

It was remarkable that, of all the busybodics and im- 
portiiiout people in the parish, not one ventured to put 
the phiiu question to Mr. Hooper, wherefore he did this 
tiling. Hitherto, whenever there appeared the slightest 
call for such interferenoeb he had never lacked adviseni 
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nor shown Limself arene to be guided by their judgment 
If he erred at all, it was bj 8o painful a degree of self- 
distrust, that even the miULest censure would lead him to 
consider an indilTerent action as a crime. Yet, though 
80 well acquainted with this amiable weakness, no indi- 
Tidual among his parisliioners chose to make the black 
Teil a subject of friendly remonstrance. There was a 
feeling of dread, neither pkiuly confessed nor carefully 
oouoealed, which caused each to shift the responsibility 
upon anotlier, till at length it was found expedient to 
send a deputation of the church, in order to deal with 
Mr. Uoopcr about the mystery, before it should grow 
into a scandal. Nerer did an embassy so ill discharge 
its duties. The minister received them with friendly 
courtesy, but became siknt, after they were seated, leay- 
ing to his visitors the whole burden of introducing their 
important business. Tlic topic, it might be supposed, 
was obvious enough. There was tlie bhick veil, swathed 
round Mr. Hooper's forehead, and concealing every fea- 
ture above his placid mouth, on which, at times, they 
could perceive the glimmering of a mcbncholy smile. 
But tliat piece of crape, to tlicir imagination, seemed to 
hang down before his heart, the srmTwl of a fearful se- 
cret between him and them. Were the veil but cast 
aside, tlicy might speak freely of it, but not till then. 
Thus they sat a considerable time, speechless, confused, 
and shrinking uneasily from Mr. Hooper's eye, which 
they felt to be fixed u|M)n them with an invisible glance, 
Tinally, tlie deputies returned aboshed to their oonslitu- 
cnts, pronouncing tlie matter too weiglity to bo liandled, 
except by a council of the churehes, if, indeed, it might 
not require a general synod. 

But there was one person in the rilkge, unappalled 
hj the aiwe with whioh the Uaok veil had imppiwed all 
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beside herself. Wlien the deputies returned without an 
explanation, or even venturing to demand one, she, with 
the calm energy of her character, determined to chase 
away the strange cloud that appeared to ba settling 
round Mr. Hooper, every moment more darkly tlian 
before. As his plighted wife, it should be lier privQege 
to know wiiat the black veil concealed. At the minister's 
first visit, therefore, she entered upon tlie subject, with 
a direct simplicity which made the task easier both for 
him and her. After lie had seated himself, she fixed her 
^es steadfastly upon the veil, but could discern nothing 
of the dreadful gloom that had so overawed the multi- 
tude; it was but a double fold of crape, liauging down 
from lib forehead to his mouth, and slightly stirring with 
his breath. 

*' No," said she alond, and smiling, "there is nothing 
terrible in this piece of crape, except that it hides a &ce 
which I am always gh&d to look upon. Come, good sir, 
let the sun shme'from behind the cloud. First ky aside 
your bUck veil: then tell me why you put it on.*' 

Mr. Hooper's smile glimmered faintly. 

" There is an hour to come," said he, " when all of us 
shall cast aside our veils. Take it not amiss, beloved 
friend, if I wear this piece of crape till then." 

•* Your words are a mystery too," returned the young 
kdy. " Take away the veil from them, at least" 

"Elizabeth, I will," said he, "so far as my vow may 
suiTer me. Know, then, this veil is a type and a symbol, 
and I am bound to wear it ever, both in liglit and dark- 
ness, iu solitude and lieforc the gaxe of multitudes, and 
as with strangers, so with my familiar friends. No mor- 
tal eye will see it withdrawn. This disnud shade must 
separate me from the world: even you, Elisabeth* can 
never come behind it I" 
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''Wliai grievous afiUction hath befallen jou,** she 
earnestly inquired, *' that you should thus darken joor 
ejes forever P" 

'' If it be a sign of monming," replied Mr. Hooper, 
"1, pcrliaps, like most other mortals, have sorrows dark 
enough to be typified by a black veil/* 

" But what if tlic world will not believe that it is the 
type of an innoeent sorrow P " urged Elizabeth. *' Be- 
loved and respected as you are, there may be whispers, 
that yon hide your face under the consciousness of secret 
sin. For the sake of yonr holy oifioe, do away this 
scandal!" 

The color rose into lier cheeks as she intimated the 
nature of the nimors that were already abroad in the 
village. But Mr. Hooper's mildness did not forsake 
him. He even smiled again, — that same sad smile, 
which always appeared like a faint glimmering of light, 
procecduig from the obscurity beneath the veil. 

" If I hide my face for sorrow, there is cause enough," 
be merely replied ; "and if I cover it for secret sin, wliat 
mortal might not do tho same P " 

And with this gentle, but uueonqunrable obstinacy 
did ho resist all her entreaties. At length Elisabeth sat 
silent. For a few mnmcuts she appeared lost in thought, 
oonsjdering, probably, what new methods might be tried 
to withdraw licr lover from so dark a fantasy, which, if 
it Imd no otiier meaning, was pcriiaps a symptom of 
mental disease. Though of a firmer diameter than his 
own, the tears rolled down her cheeks. But, in an in- 
stant, as it were, a new feeling took the pkoe of sor- 
row : her eyes were fixed insensibly on the black veil, 
when, like a sudden twilight in the air, its terrors fell 
around her. She arose, and stood trembling before 
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** And do you feel it then at kst P " said he, mournfully. 

She made no reply, but covered her eyes witli her 
hsnd, and turned to leave the room. He rushed for- 
ward and caught her arm. 

" Have patience with me, Elizabeth 1 " cried he, pas- 
sionately. "Do not desert me, though this veil must 
be between us here on earth. Be muie, and hereafter 
tiiere shall be no veil over my face, no darkness between 
our souls ! It is but a mortal veil, — it is not for eter- 
nity! 0, you know not how lonely I am, and how 
frightened, to be alone behind my bkek veil! Do not 
leave me in this mberable obscurity forever ! " 

"Lift the veil but once, and look me in the laoe/* 
said she. 

" Never ! It cannot be ! " replied Mr. Hooper. 

"Then, farewell 1 " said Elizabetli. 

She withdrew her arm from his grasp, and slowly 
departed, pausing at the door, to give one long, shud- 
dering gaze, tliat seemed almost to penetrate the mys- 
tery of the black veil. But, even amid his grief, Mr. 
Hooper smiled to think that only a material emblem 
had separated him from happiness, though the horrors 
which it shadowed forth must l>e drawn darkly between 
the fondest of lovers. 

From that time no attempts were made to remove 
Mr. Hooper's bhu;k veil, or, by a direct appeal, to dis- 
cover the secret which it was supposed to hide. By 
persons who ehiimed a superiority to popuhir prejudice, 
it was reckoned merely an eccentric whim, such as often 
mingles with the sober aetious of men otherwise rational^ 
and tinges them all with its own semblance of insanity. 
But with the multitude, good Mr. Hooper was irrepara- 
bly a bugbear. He could not walk the street with any 
peace of mind, so conscious was he that the gentle and 
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timid would turn aside to avoid kiin» and that others 
would make it a point of hardibood to throw themaelTes 
in his way. The inipertincnoc of the btter class com- 
pelled him to give up his customary walk, at iunsct, to 
the burial-ground; for whcu lie leaned pensively over 
the gate^ there would always be faces behind tlie gravc- 
8tones» peeping at his bhu;k veil. A fable went the 
rounds* that the stare of the dead people drove him 
thence. It grieved him» to the very depth of his kind 
heart» to observe how the children fl«i from his ap- 
proadi, breaking np their merriest sports, while his 
melancholy figure was yet aiar off. Tlieir instinctive 
dread icaused him to feel, more strongly than aught 
ebe, that a prctematund horror was iutervoveu with 
the threads of tlie black crape. In truth, his own an- 
tipathy to the veil was known to be so great, tluit lie 
never willingly passed before a mirror, nor stooped to 
drink at a still fountain, lest, in its peaceful bosom, he 
should be affrighted by himself. This was what gave 
plausibility to the whispers, that Mr. Hooper's con- 
sctnice tortured him for some great crime too horrible 
to be entirely concealed, or otiiorwiso than so obscurely 
intimated. Thus, from beneath the black veil, there 
rolled a cloud uito the sunshine, an ambiguity of sin 
or sorrow, which enveloped the poor mmislcr, so that 
knre or sympathy could never reach him. It was said, 
that ghost and fiend consorted with him there. With 
self-shudderings and outward terrors, he walked con- 
tinually in its shadow, groping darkly within his own 
soul, or gasing through a medium that saddened the 
whole worid. Even tiie kwless wind, it was believed, 
Rspeeted his dreadful secret, and never blew aside the 
nSL Bui itin good Mr. Hooper sadly smiled at the 
pals nsages ef the worid^ throng as he passed by. 
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Among all its bad influences, the bUck veil had the 
one dcsiral)Io effect, of making its wearer a very cfilcient 
clergyman. By the aid of his mysterious emblem — 
for there was no other apparent cause — he became n 
man of awful ]io\vcr, over souls that were in agony for 
sin. His conveiis always regarded him with a drcud 
peculiar to thcnisclvcs, affirming, though but figura- 
tively, that, before he brought them to celestial lights 
tliey luid been with him behind the bhu;k veil Its 
gloom, indeed, enabled him to sympathise with all dark 
affections. Dying sinners cried aloud for Mr. Hooper, 
and would not yield their breath till he appeared; 
though ever, as he stooped to whisper consolation, they 
shuddered at tlie veiled face so near their own. Such 
were the terrors of the black veil, even when Death hod 
bared his visage! Strangers came long distances to 
attend service at his church, with the mere idle pur- 
pose of gusiug at his figure, because it was forbidden 
them to Ixshold his face. But many were made to quake 
ere they departed! Once, during Governor Belcher's 
administration, Mr. Hooper was appointed to preach the 
election sermon. Covered with his bkek veil, he stood 
before the chief magistrate, the council, and the rep- 
rcsentativcs, and wrought so deep an impression, tlmt 
the legislative measures of that year were cliaracterixcd 
by all the gloom and piety of our eariiest ancestral 
sway. 

In this manner Mr. Hooper spent a long liE^, irre- 
proachable in outward net, yet shrouded in dismal sus- 
picions; kind and loving, tliough unloved, and dimly 
feared ; a man apart from men, shunned in their health 
and joy, but ever summoned to their aid in mortal an- 
guish. As years wore on, shedding their snows above 
his sable vei^ he acquired a name throughout the New 
3» 
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England eliurcbes, and they called bitn Father Hooper. 
Nearij all his parishioners, who were of mature age 
when ho was settled, had l)ccn borne awnj hj manj a 
funeral: he had one congregation in the church, and a 
more crowded one in tlie churciiynrd ; and having 
wrought so kte into the erening, and done his work 
so well, it was now good Father Hooper's turn to 
rest. 

Several persons were visible by the shaded candle- 
light, in the death-chamber of tlie old clci^man. 
Natural connections he had none. But there was the 
decorously grave, tliough unmoved physician, seeking 
only to mitigate the last pangs of the patient whom he 
could not save. There were the deacons, and olhcr 
eminently pious members of his church. There, also, 
was the Reverend lifr. Clark, of Wcstbury, a young 
and zralnus divine, who had ridden in haste to pray by 
the bedside of the expiring minister. There was the 
nurse, no hired handmaiden of death, but one whose 
calm alTcction had endured thus long in secrecy, in 
solitude, amid the chill of age, and would not perisli, 
even at the dying hour. Who, but Eliz:i1)cth ! And 
there hiy tlie hoary head of good Father Hooper u^ion 
the death-pillow, with the bbiek veil still swathed about 
his brow, and reaching down over bis face, so tiiat each 
more dilBeuIt gasp of his faint breath caused it to stir. 
Ail through life that piece of crape had hung lictween 
him and the world : it had separated him from cheerful 
brntherliood and woman's love, and kept him in that 
saddest of all priscms, his own heart ; and still it lay 
upon his face, as if (o deepen the gloom of his dark- 
tome chamber, and shade him from tiie sunshine of 
eternity. 

For tone time pievions^ his mind bad been confused^ 
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wavering doubtfully between the past and the present, 
and hovering forward, as it were, at intervals, into the 
indistinctness of the world to oome. There had been 
feverish turns, which tossed iiini from side to side, and 
wore away what little strength he had. But in his most 
convulsive struggles, and in the wildest vagaries of his 
intellect, when no other thought retained its sober influ- 
ence, he still showed an awful solicitude lest the bhick 
veil should slip aside. Even if his bewildered soul could 
have forgotten, there was a faithful woman at his pillow, 
who, with averted eyes, would have covered that aged 
face, wliich she hud last beheld in the comeliness of man* 
hood. At Icngih the death-stricken old man ky quietly 
in the torpor of nientd and bodily exhaustion, with an 
impeixxptiiiic pulse, and breath that grow fainter and 
fainter, except when a long, deep, and irregular inspi- 
ration seemed to prelude the iliglit of his spirit. 

TJie minister of Wcstbury approached the bedside. 

" Vencrablo Father Hooper," said he, " the moaicnt of 
your release is at hand. Arc you ready for tlie lifting 
of the veil, that sliuts in time from eternity ? " 

Father Hoo|X!r at first replied merely by a feeble 
motion of his head; then, apprehensive, periiaps, tliat 
his mcaniug might be doubtful, he exerted himself to 
speak. 

"Yea,'* said he, in faint accents, "my soul hath a 
patient weariness until that veil be lifted." 

"And is it fitting," resumed the lieverend Mr. Chirk, 
"that a man so given to prayer, of such a blameless 
example, holy in deed and thought, so far as mortal 
judgment may prououuce, — is it fitting timt a father in 
the chureh should h»ve a shadow on his memory, that 
may seem to blacken a life so pure P I pray you, my 
venerable brother, let not this Uung be 1 Suffer us to 
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be gladdened by jour triumphant aspect, aa you go to 
jour revard. Before tlie veil of eternity be lifted, kt 
me east aside this blaok veil from your face ! " 

And thus speakiug, the llevcrcud Mr. Clark bent for- 
ward to rereal tlie mystery of so many years. But, 
exerting a sudden encr^gy, that made all the beholders 
stand aghast, Father Hooper snatched both hb hands 
from beneath the bedclothes, and pressed them strongly 
on tlie bbek veil, resolute to struggle, if the minister 
of Wcstbury would contend with a dying man. 

"Never!** cried the veiled clergyman. "On earth, 
never!*' 

*'Dark old man!** cxchiimcd the affrighted minister, 
"with wlua horrible crime upon your soul are you now 
passing to the judgment?*' 

Father lIoopcr*8 breath heaved; it rattled in his 
throat; but, with a mighty effort, grasping forward 
with his Imuds, ho caught hold of life, and held it 
back till he should speak. He even raised himself in 
bed ; and there he sat, shivering with the arms of death 
around him, while the bhick veil hung down, awful, at 
thai kst moment, in tlie gathered terrors of a lifetime. 
And yet tlie faint, sad smile, so often there, now seemed 
to glimmer from its obscurity, uid linger on Father 
Hooper's lips. 

** Why do you trcmbk at me alone? *' cried he, turn- 
ing liis veiled face round the circle of pale sjKJCtators. 
"Tiemble also at each otiicr! Have men avoided me, 
and women shown no pity, mid children screamed and 
iled, only for my black veil? Wlmt, but the mjstery 
which it ubacurclj tjpifics, has made this piece of crape 
10 awful t When the friend shows his inmost heart to 
Ut Criend; the lover to his best beloved; when man does 
not vain\yaluttBkfcoa the ^ of hii Creator, loathsomely 
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treasuring up the secret of his sin ; then deem me a 
m<mster, for the symbol beneath which I have lived, and 
die! I look around me, and, lo! on every visage a 
BkckVcil!** 

While his auditors shrank from one another, in mutual 
affright, Father Hooper fell back upon his pillow, a veiled 
corpse, with a faint smile lingering on the lips. Still 
veiled, they kid him in hb ooffia, and a veiled corpse 
ihey bore him to the grave. The grass of many years 
has sprung up and withered on that grave, the burial 
stone is moss-grown, and good Mr. Hooper*s face is 
dust; but awful is still the thought, that it mouldered 
beneath the BkekVoai 




Digitized by 



Google 



.MB i yj.l w iMiijiff^ il i i f ^m 



Digitized by 



Google 



i. 



V 

it 





THB MAYPOLB OF MBBBY MOUNT. 

Tkere ii n idminiMe fonndation for a pUil<Mopl>Ic nmiMM, in tho 
enriont biflorr of tbe corlr •ettlement of Monnt WollMton. or Merry 
Momt. In tlw ili^lit tkcirh Iters ottempleil, Cjie facts reronled on the 
fnvfl pages of our New England annalUts have vroiiKlit tliemseh-es, al- 
most spoatanronslr, into a sort of allegory. The masques, mummeriet, 
tad festire CMtom's, described in the text, are in aecordanco with tbe 
maBBers of the age. Antliority o« these poinU iimj be found in Strntt'a 
Book of English Sports and Pkstimea. 

IRIGIIT were Ihe days at Mcny Mount, when 
the Maypole was the banner staff of that gay 
colony ! Tliey who reared it, should tlicir ban- 
ner be triumphant, were to pour sunshine over New Eng- 
land's rugged hills, and scatter flowcr-aceils throughout 
tbe soil. Jollity and gloom wore contending for an 
empire. Midsummer e?e had come, bringing deep ver- 
dure to the forest, and roses in \wt lap, of a more vivid 
hue tlian the tender buds of Spring. But ^fay, or her 
mirthfid spirit, dwelt all tlie year round at Merry Mount, 
sporting with the Summer months, and revelling with 
Autumn, and basking in the glow of Winter's fireside. 
Through a worM of toil and earo she flitted with a 
dream-like smilo, and came hither to fiud a home among 
the lightsome hearts of Merry Mount. 

Never had tlus Maypole been so gayly decked as at 
sunset on ntidsummer eve. Tliis venerated emblem was 
a pine4ree, which bad preserved the slender grace of 
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youth, while it equalled the loftiest height of the old 
wood mouarchs. From its top streamed a silken banner^ 
colored like the rainbow. Down nearly to the ground, 
the pole was dressed with birelien boughs, and others of 
the liveliest green, and some with silvery leaves, fastened 
by ribbons that fluttered in fautastie knots of twenty dif- 
ferent colors, but no sad ones. Garden flowers and 
blossoms of tlie wilderness laughed ghidly forth amid 
the verdure, so fresh and dewy, that they must have 
grown by magic on that happy pine-tree. Where this 
green and flowery splendor tcmiiuatcd, the shaft of the 
Maypole was stained with the seven brilliant hues of the 
banner at its top. On the lowest green bough hung an 
abundant wreatii of roses, some tliat had been gathered 
in the sunniest spbt4 of the forest, and others, of still 
richer blush, which the colonists had reared from Eng- 
lish seed. O people of the Golden Age, the chief of 
your husbandry was to raise flowers ! 

But wlmt was tlie wild throng that stood hand in hand 
about the Maypole? It could not be, tliat the fauns 
and nymphs, wlicn driven from their chtssic groves and 
homes of ancient fable, hod sought refuge, as all the per- 
secuted did, in the fresh woods of the West. These wero 
Gothic monsters, though pcrimps of Grecian ancestry. 
On the shoulders of a comely youth uprose the head and 
branching antlers of a stag; a second, human in all 
other points, had the grim visage of a wolf; a third, still 
with the truuk and limbs of a mortal man, showed the 
beard and lionis of a venerable he-goat. There was the 
likeness of a bear erect, brute in all but his hind legs, 
which were adorned with pink silk stockings. And 
here again, almost as wondrous, stood a real bear of the 
dark forest, lending each of his fore-paws to the grasp of 
a hnmaa hand, and as leady for the dance as any in that 
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eiiele. Hb inferior nature rose lialf-vaj» to meet hit 
oompanions ae tbey stooped. Otiier faces wore the simil- 
itude of mau or woman, but distorted or extravagant, 
with red noses pendulous before their mouths, which 
•eenied of awful depth, and stretched from car to ear in 
an eternal fit of kughter. Here might be seen tiic Sal- 
Tagc Man, well kuowu in heraldry, Imiry as a baboon, 
and girdled with green leaves. By his side, a nobler 
figure, but still a counterfeit, appeared an Indian hunter, 
with feathery crest and wampum belt. Many of this 
strange company wore foolscaps, and liad little belb ap- 
pendod to their garments, tiukliug with a silvery sound, 
responsive to the iiuudiblc music of their glccsomc spir- 
its. Some youths and maidens were of soberer garb, 
yet well maintained their places in the irregular throng, 
by the expression of wild revelry upou their features. 
Such wore the colonists of Merry Mount, as they stood 
in the broad smile of sunset, round their venerated May- 
pole. 

Had a wanderer, bowiHered in the melancholy forest, 
beard their mirth, and stolen a lialf-aifrighted glance, he 
might have fancied them the crew oif Comus, some 
already transformed to brutes, some midway between 
roan mid beast, and the others rioting in the flow of tipsy 
jollity that forcnui the change. But a band of Puritans, 
who watched tho scene, invbibic themselves, compared 
tlie masques to those devils and ruined soub with whom 
their supentition peopled the black wilderness. 

Within the ring of monsters appeared the two airiest 
forms that had ever trodden on any more solid footing than 
m purple and golden cloud. One was a youth in gibten- 
ing apparel, with a scarf of the rainbow patteru crosswise 
on hb breast Hb right Imnd held a gilded stalT, the 
I of high dignity amoQg the reveller^ and hb left 
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grasped the sbnder fingers of a foir maiden, not lest 
gayly decorated than himself. Bright roses glowed in 
contrast with the dark and glossy curls of each, and were 
scattered round their feet, or had sprung up spontane- 
ously there. Behind thb lightsome couple, so close to 
tlie Maypole that its boughs shaded hb jovial face, stood 
the figure of an Englbh priest, canonically dressed, yet 
decked with flowers, in heathen fashion, and wearing 
a ehaplct of the native vine-leaves. By the riot of hb 
rolling eye, and the pagan decorations of hb holy garb, 
ho seemed the wildest monster there, and the very Co- 
mus of the crew. 

" Votaries of the \£aypole," cried the flower-decked 
priest, "merrily, all day long, liave the woods echoed to 
your mirth. But be this your merriest hour, my hearts I 
Lo, here stand the Lord and Lady of the May, whom I» 
a clerk of Oxford, and high-priest of Merry Mount, am 
presently to join in holy matrimony. Up with your 
nimble spirits, ye morrb dancers, green men, and glee 
maidens, bears and wolves, and homed gentlemen! 
Come ; a chorus now, rich with the old mirth of Meny 
England, and the wilder glee of thb fresh forest; and 
then a dance, to show tiie youthful pair what life b made 
of, and how airily they should go through itl All ye 
that love the Maypole, lend your voices to tlie nuptial 
song of the Lord and Lady of the May ! ** 

This wedlock was more serious than most aflairs of 
Merry Mouut, where jest and delusion, trick and fantasy, 
kept up a continual carnival. The Lord and Lady of the 
May, tliough their titles must be laid down at sunset» 
were really and truly to be partners for the dance of life, 
beginning the measure that same bright eve. The wreath 
of roses, tlmt hung from the lowest green bough of tha 
Maypole, had been twined for them, and would be thrown 
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over both tlieir heads, in sjmhol of their floireiy anioiL 
When the priest had spoken, therefore, a riotous uproar 
burst from the root of monstrous figures. 

''Begin you the stare, rsFerend Sir," cried they all; 
'*and never did tlie woods ring to sncb a merry peal, as 
we of the Maypole shall send up ! *' 

Immediately a prelude of pipe, cithern, and viol, 
touclied with practised minstrelsy, began to play from 
a neighboring thicket, m such a mirthful cadence tliat 
the boughs of the Maypole quivered to the sound. But 
the May Lord, he of the gilded staff, chancing to look 
into his Lady's eyes, iras wonder-struck at the almost 
pensive ghuice timt met his own. 

"Edith, sweet Lady of the May," whispered he, re- 
proachfully, " is yon wreath of roses a garland to hang 
above onr graves, that you look so sad ? Edith, tiiis 
is our golden time! Tarnish it not by any pensive 
shadow of tlie miud; for it may bo tliat nothing of 
futurity will be brigliter than tlie mere rcmcrobranoe of 
what is now passing." 

" That was tlic very thouglit that saddened me ! How 
came it in your mind too ? " said Edith, in a still lower 
tone than he ; for it was higli treason to be sad at Merry 
Mount "Tliereforo do I sigh amid this festive music. 
And besides, dear Edgar, I struggle as with a dream, and 
fimcy tliat these sha|>es of our jovial friends are visionary, 
and tlieir mirth unreal, and that we are no true Lord and 
Lady of tlie May. What is the mystery in my heart P " 

Just then, as if a spell had loosened them, down came 
a little shower of withering rose-leaves from the Maypole. 
Aks, for tlie young lovers ! No sooner had their licarts 
glowed with real passion, than they were sensible of 
something vague and unsubstantial in their former pleas- 
um^ and Cdt a dreaiy presentinent of inevitable oluuige. 
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From the moment that they truly loved, they had sub- 
jected tlicinselvcs to oarth's duoui of care and sorrow, 
and troubled joy, and liad no more a homo at Merry 
>I()uut. That was Edith's mystery. Now leave we the 
priest to marry thcin, and the masquers to sport round 
the Maypole, till the lust suubcam be withdrawn from its 
sumiutt, and the slir.dows of the forest mingle gloomily 
ill the dnucc. Meanwhile, wc may discover who these 
gay people were. 

Two huiidrod years ago, and more, the Old World and 
its inhabitants became mutually weary of each other. 
Men voyaged by thousands to the West ; some to barter 
glass beads, and such like jewels, for the furs of the Li- 
dian hunter; some to conquer virgin empires; and one 
stem band to pray. But none of these motives had much 
weiglit with the colonists of Merry Mount. Their lead- 
ers were men who had sported so long with life, that 
when Tliougiit and Wisdom came, even Uiesc unwelcome 
guests were led astray by tlic crowd of vanities which 
tlicy should have put to flight. Erring Thought and 
perverted Wisdom were made to put on masques, and 
play the fool. The men of whom wc speak, after losing 
the heart's fresh gaycty, imagined a wild philosophy of 
pleasure, and came hither \^ act out their latest day- 
dream. They gathered followers from all tliat giddy 
trilie, whose whole life is liko the festal days of soberer 
men. In their train were miustnsls, not unknown in 
London streets ; wandering players, whose theatres had 
been the halls of noblemen ; inuiiimcrs, ro|)c-daucers, and 
mountebanks, who would long be missed at wakes, church 
ales, and fairs; ut a word, mirlh-mukers of every sort, 
such as abounded in tliat age, but now began to be dis- 
countenanced by the rapid growth of Puritanism. Light 
had their footsteps been on huid, and as lightly tliey came 
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acit»s the sea. Many had been maddened by their pre- 
Tious troubles into a gay despair; others were as madly 
gay in tlic flush of youth, like the May Lord and his 
Lady ; but vliatcver might be the quality of their mirth, 
oki and young were gay at Merry Mount. The youug 
deemed tlicinsclvcs happy. The elder spirits, if they 
knew that mirth was but the counterfeit of liappiness, 
yet followed the false shadow wilfully, because at least 
her garments glittered brightest. Sworn triflcrs of a 
lifetime, they would not venture among the sober truths 
of life, not even to be truly blest. 

All the hereditary pastimes of Old England were 
tnnsplanted hither. The King of Christmas was duly 
erowncd, and tlie Lord of Misnile bore potent sway. On 
the eve of Saiut John, they felled whole acres of the 
foitst to make iKUifircs, and danced by the blaxo all 
night, crowned with garlands, and throwing flowers into 
the fUme. At harvest-lime, though their crop was of 
the smallest, they made an image with the sheaves of 
Indian corn, and wreathed it with autumnal garlands, 
and bore it home triumphantly. But wliat chiefly char- 
acterized the colonials of Merry Mount was their ven- 
erotion for the Maypole. It has made their true history 
a poet's tale. Spring decked tlie hallowed emblem with 
young blossoms and fresh green bouglis ; Summer brought 
roses of tlie deepest bluftli, and the perfected foliage of 
the forest; Autumn enriched it with tliat red and yellow 
gorgeousness, which converts each wildwood leaf into a 
painted flower; and Winter silvered it with sleet, and 
hung it round with icicles, till it flashed in the cold sun- 
thine, itself a froscn sunbeam. Thus each alternate 
•easoa did homage to the Maypole, atul paid it a tribute 
of iu own richest splendor. Its votaries danpcd round 
it, once, at kasl» in evoiy month ; sometimes they called 
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it their religion, or their altar; but always, it was tha 
baimer staff of Merry Mount. 

Unfortunately, thero wcro men in the New World of 
a sterner fuith than these Maypole worshippers. Not 
far from ^Icrry Mount was a settlement of Puritans, 
most dismal wretches, who said their prayers before 
daylight, and then wrought in the forest or the cornfield 
till evening made it prayer-tinie again. Their weapons 
wero always at hand, to shoot down the straggling sav* 
age. When they met in couehivc, it was never to keep 
up the old English mirth, but to hear sermons three 
hours long, or to proclaim bounties on the heads of 
wolves and the scalps of Indians. Tlieir festivals were 
fiist-days, and their chief pastime the singing of psalms. 
Woe to the youth or maiden who did but dream of a 
dance! The sclcetniau nodded to the constable; and 
there sat the light-lieolcd reprobate in ibo stocks ; or if 
he danced, it was round the whipping-post, which might 
be termed the Puritan May})ole. 

A party of these grim Puritans, toiling through tho 
difficult woods, each with a horse-load of iron armor to 
burden his footste|)s, would sometimes draw near the 
sunny precincts of Merry Monnt. There wero the silken 
colonists, sporting round their Maypole ; perhaps teach- 
ing a bear to dunce, or striving to communicate tlieir 
mirth to the grave Indian ; or masquerading in the skins 
of deer and wolves, which they hud hunted for that 
esj)ccial purfK)se. Often, the whole colony were phiying 
at blind-inau's-bufr, nuiglstratcs and all with their eyes 
bandaged, except a single scape-goat, whom the blinded 
sinners pursued by tho tinkling of the bells at his gar- 
ments. Once, it is said, they were seen following a 
flower-decked coqisc, with merriment and festive musics 
to his grave. But did the dead man laugh t In their 
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qaictcst times, tlicj sang bsllids and told tales, for the 
edification of tlicir pious visitors ; or iicrplcxcd ilicm with 
juggling tricks; or grinned at them tii rough horse-col- 
lars; and irlicn sport itself grew wcarisoiiic, they made 
gane of their own stupidity, and began a yawning match. 
At the very leant of these enonnitics, the men of iron 
slKwk tlicir lietids ond frowned so darkly, that the rcveU 
krs kx>ked up, imagining (Imt a momentary cloud had 
overcast the sunsliine, wiiieii was to be perpetual there. 
On tlio other hand, the Puritans ofiirmcd, that, when a 
psalm was fiealing from their phicc of worship, the echo 
which the forest sent them back seemed often like the 
chorus of a jolly catch, elohiiig with a roar of laughter. 
Who but the fiend, and his bond slaves, the crew of 
Merry Mount, had thus disturbed them ? In due time, 
m feud arose, stem and bitter on one side, and as serious 
on the otiicr as nuTthing could be among such light spir- 
its as had sworn allegiance to tlie Mnypole. The future 
complexion of New Euglaud was involved in this im|K)r- 
taut quarrel. Should tlie grizxly saints establish their 
jurisdiction over the gay sinners, then would their spirits 
darken all tlie clime, and make it a land of clouded visages, 
of hard toil, of sermon and psalm forever. But should 
the banner stalF of ^lerry M^uut be fortunate, sunshine 
would break upcm the hills, and flowers would lieautify 
tlie forest, and late (Misterity do homage to the J^Iaypole. 
After these autlientic fKissages fnnn history, we return 
to the nuptials of the Lord and Lady of the May. Alas ! 
we have delayed too long, and must darken our talc too 
suddenly. As we glance agaiu at the MayfKiIc, a solitary 
sunlicam is (tiding (mm the summit, and leaves only a 
fiunty golden tinge, blended with the hues of the rainbow 
banner. Even that dim light is now withdrawn, relin- 
qiisltuig tlie wliok domain of Meny Mount to the otch- 
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ing gloom, which lias rushed so instantaneously from the 
black surrounding woods. But some of these black 
shadows have rushed forlh in human shape. 

Yes, with the scUing sun, the bst day of mirth hod 
passed from Merry Mount. The ring of gay masquers 
was disordered and broken; the stag lowered his antlers 
in dismay ; the wolf grew weaker than a hirob ; the bells 
of the morris dancers tinkled with tremulous affright 
The Puritans had played a characteristic part in the May- 
pole mummeries. Their darksome figures were inter- 
mixed with the wild shapes of their foes, and made the 
scone a picture of the moment, when waking thoiighU 
start up amid the scattered fantasies of a dream. The 
leader of the hostile party stood in the centre of thccirele, 
while the rout of monsters cowered around him, like evil 
spirits in the presence of a dread magician. No fantastio 
foolery could look him in the face. So stem was the 
energy of hb aspect, that the whole man, visage, frame, 
and soul, seemed wrought of iron, giAed with life and 
thought, yet all of one substance with his headpiece and 
breastplate. It was the Puritan of Puritans ; it was 
Endicott himself ! 

*< Stand olF, priest of Baal ! '* said he, with a grim 
fi-own, and Liying no reverent hand upon the surplice. 
" I know thee, Blnckstonc! * Thou art the man, who 
couldst not abide the rule even of thine own corrupted 
church, ond hast come hither to preach iniquity, and to 
give example of it in thy life. But now shall it be seen 
that the Lord hath sauclified this wilderness for his 

* Did Governor Endicott speak lets positively, we shoold 
suspect a mistake here. The Ucv. Mr. Biackitone, though an 
eccentric, it not known to have been an immoral num. We 
lalhcr dottht his identity with the priest of Meny Mount 
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peculiar people. Woe udIo them tlwi would defile it! 
And first, fortius flower-decked abomination, tiie altar of 
tlij worsliip ! " 

And with his keen sword Endicott assaulted the hal- 
lowed Majpolo. Nor long did it resist his arm. It 
groaned with a dismal sound; it showered leaves and 
rosebuds upon tlic remorseless enthusiast; and linallr, 
with all its green bouglis, and ribbons, and flowers, sym- 
bolic of departed pleasures, down fell the banner staff of 
Jlerrj Mount. As it sank, tradition snys, tlie evening 
skj grew darker, and the woods threw forth a more 
sombre sliadow. 

"There," cried Endicott, looking triumphantly on his 
woii[, — " there lies the only Maypole in New EtigUud ! 
The thought is strong within me, that, by its fall, is 
shadowed forth the iato of light and idle mirth-makers^ 
amongst us aud our posterity. Amen, saith John En- 
dicott." 
" Amen ! '* ediocd his followers. 
But the Totarics of tlic Maypole gave one groan for 
their idoL . At the sound, the Puritan leader glanced at 
tlic crew of Cbmus, each a figure of brond mirtii, yet, at 
this moment, strangely expressive of sorrow aud dismay. 
'^Valiant captaiu," quoth Peter Palficy, tlie Ancient 
of the band, " what order shall be taken with tlie prisou- 
crtP" 

*' I tbouglit not to repent me of cutting down a May- 
pole,** replied Endicott, "yet now I could find in my 
heart to phmt it again, and give each of these bestial 
pagans one other dance round their idoL It would have 
served rarely for a whipping-post 1 " 
"But there are pine-trees eaow," suggested the lien- 
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bind the heathen crew, and bestow on them a small 
matter of stripes apiece, as curucst of our future justice. 
Set some of the rogues iu the stocks to rest tliemsclves, 
so soon as Providence sitall bring us to one of our own 
well-ordered settlements, wliero such accommodations 
may be found. Further penalties, such as branding 
and cropping of cars, siiall be thouglit of hereafter." 

" How many stripes for the priest ? " inquired Ancient 
Palfrey. 

" None as yet," answered Endicott^ bending Ins iron 
frown upon the culprit. " It must be for the Great and 
General Court to determine whether stripes aud long 
imprisonment, and other grievous penalty, may atoue 
for his transgressions. Let him look to himself! For 
sudi as violate our civil order, it may be permitted us 
to slu)w mercy. But woo to the wretch that troubleth 
our religion ! " 

'' And this dancing 1)car," resumed the officer. *' Must 
he share the strij)cs of his fclbws ? " 

^'Slioot him througii tlic head!" said the eneigetio 
Puritan. " I suspect witclicraft in the beast." 

''Here bo a couple of shining oucs," eontinncd Peter 
Palfpcy, pointing his weapon at the Lord aud Lady of 
the May. " They seem to Iw of high station among these 
niisdoers. Mcthinks tlieir dignity will not be fitt^ with 
less than a double share of stripes." 

Endicott rested on his sword, and closely surveyed the 
dress and aspect of the hapless pair. Tlierc they stood, 
pale, downcast^ and apprehensive. Yet tlierc was an air 
of mutual support, and of pure afiection, seeking aid and 
giving it, tliat showed them to bo nian and wife, ivith tlie 
sanction of a priest upon tlieir love. The youth, in the 
peril of the moment, had dropped his gilded staff*, and 
thrown his aim about the La^y of the May, who leaned 
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against his breast, too liglitly to burden him, but with 
weight enough to express tlut Ihcir dcstiuics were linked 
together, for good or evil. They looked first at each 
other, and tlicn into the grim captain's face. There tliey 
stood, in the first hour of wedlock, while the idle pleas- 
ures, of which tlieir companions were the emblems, had 
giren place to the sternest cares of life, personified bj 
the dark Puritans. But nercr had their youthful beauty 
seemed so pure and high, as when its glow was chastened 
by adi'enity. 

'* Youth," said Endicott, "ye stand in an evil case, 
thou and thy maiden wife. Make ready presently; for 
I am minded that ye shall both have a token to remember 
your wedding-day ! " 

"Stem man," cried the ^lay Lord, "how can I move 
Uiee? Were the means at liand, I would resist to the 
death. Being powerless, I entreat ! Do with me as thou 
wilt, but let Edith go untouched ! " 

" Not so," replied the immitigable xealot. " We are 
not wont to show an idle courtesy to that sex, which 
requireth the stricter discipline. What sayest thou, 
nuud? Shall thy silken bridegroom suffer thy share 
of the penalty, besides his own?" 
" Bo it death," said Edith, " and lay it all on me ! " 
Truly, as Endicott liad said, the poor lovers stood in 
a woful case. Tlicir foes were triumplumt, their friends 
captive and abased, their homo desolate, the benighted 
wilderness around tlicni, and a rigorous destiny, in the 
shape of the Puritan lender, their only guide. Yet the 
deepening twilight could not altogether conceal that the 
iron man was softened ; he smiled at the fair spectacle 
of eariy love; he almost sighed for tlie inevitable blight 
of early hopes. 
'*The troubles of life have oome liasUly on this young 
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couple," observed Endicott. "We will see how they 
comport themselves under their present trials, ere we 
burden thcia with greater. If, among the spoil, there 
bo any garments of a more decent fashion, let them be 
put upon this May Lord and his Lady, instead of their 
glistening vanities. Look to it, some of you." 

" And sliall not the youth's liair be cut ? " asked Peter 
Palfrey, looking witli ubhorrcueo at the love-lock and 
long glossy curls of tlic young man. 

" Crop it forthwith, and that in the true punipkin-shell 
fashion," answered the captain. " Then bring them along 
with us, but more gently than their fellows. There be 
qualities in the youth, which may make hiui valiant to 
Oght, and sober to toil, and pious to pray ; and in the 
maiden, that may fit her to become a mother in our 
Israel, bringing up bal)es in belter nurture than her own 
hath been. Nor think ye, young ones, tliat they are tiie 
happiest, even in our lifetime of a moment, who miss^ieud 
it in dancing round a ^laypole ! " 

And Endicott, the severest Puritan of all who kid the 
rock foundation of New En£cland, lifted the wreath of 
roses from the niin of the ^laypoie, and threw it, with 
his own guuntleted hand, over the heads of the Lord 
and Lady of the May. It was a deed of prophecy. As 
the moral gloom of the world oveq)owers all systematic 
gayety, even so was their homo of wild mirth made deso. 
late amid the sad fores!. Tlicy returned to it no more. 
But, as their fluwcry garland was wreathed of the briglit- 
est roses that liad grown tlicre, so, in the tie that united 
them, were intcrlwincd all the purest and best of their 
early joys. Tiicy went heavenward, supporting each 
other along the difficult |iath which it was their lot to 
tread, and never wasted .one regretful thought on the 
vanities of Merry Mount. 
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THB OBNTLB BOY. 

IN the course of the year 1G50, several of the 
'^* people called Quakers, led, as they professed, 

by tlie inward niovcnient of the spirit, made 

tlicir appearance tu New England. Tlieir reputation, as 
holders of mystic and pernicious principles, having spread 
before tiirm, tlie Puritans early endeavored to banish, 
and to prevent the furllier intrusion of the rising sect. 
But tlie measures by which it was intended to purge the 
laud of lieresy, though more than sufCeicnlly vigorous, 
were entirely unsuccessful. The Quakers, cslccnn'ng 
persecution as a divine call to the jKist of danger, laid 
claim to a holy courage, unknown to tlie Puritans them* 
aelres, wlio had shunned tlie cross, by providing for the 
peaceable exercise of their religion in a distant wilder- 
ness. Though it was the singular fact, that every nation 
of tlie earth rejected tlte wandering enthusiasts wIki prac- 
tised peace towards all men, the place of greatest uneasi- 
ness and peril, and tliereforc, iu their eyes, the most 
eligible, was the province of Massaehusetls Bay. 

The dues, imprisonuiciits, and stripes, lilieraliy distrib- 
uted by our pious forefathers, tlie pupular antipathy, 
•o strong tlmt it endured nearly a hundred years after 
actual persecution luid ceased, were attraetioui as power- 
fill for the Qoiken ■• peaoe, honor^ and leward wouU 
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have been for the woridly-minded Every £arop<»n 
vessel bronglit new eargos of the sect, eager to testify 
against the oppression wliieh they hoped to share ; and, 
when shipiiiastcrs were restrained by heavy fines from 
affording thein passage, they made long and circuitous 
journeys tii rough the Indian country, and appeared in 
the province as if conveyed by a supenmtural jiower. 
Their enthusiasm, heightened almost to madness by the 
treat meiit which they received, produced actions contraiy 
to the rules of decency, as well as of rational religion, and 
presented a siiiguhir contrast to the calm and staid de- 
portment of their sectarian successors of the present d^y* 
The command of the spirit, inaudible except to the soul, 
and not to be coiitraverted on grounds of human wisdom, 
was made a plea for most indecorous exhibitions, which, 
alistmetcdly considered, well dcser\'ed the moderate 
chastisement of the rod. Tliese extravagances, and the 
persecution which was at once their cause and conse- 
quence, continued to increase, till, in the year 1G59, the 
government of Massachusetts Bay indulged two members 
of the Quaker sect with the crown of martyrdom. 

An indelible stain of blood is upon the hands of all 
who consented to this act, but a hirgc share of the awful 
responsibility must rest upon the person then at the head 
of the government. He was a man of narrow mind and 
imperfoet education, and his uncompromising bigotry 
was made hot and mischievous by violent and hasty pas- 
sions ; he exerted his influence indecorously and unjusti- 
fiably to compass the death of the enthusiasts ; and his 
whole conduct, in respect to them, w:is marked by brutal 
cruelty. The Quakers, whose revengoful feelings were 
not less deep because they were inactive, remembered 
this man and his associates, iu after times. The histo- 
rian of the sect affirms tliat, by tlie wrath of HeaveOy a 
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blight fell upon the land in the Ticinity of the " blood j 
toim ** of Boston, so that no wheat would f^rovr there ; 
and ho takes hb stand, as it were, anion^ the graves of 
the ancient persecutors, and triumphantly recounts the 
judgments that orcrtook them, in okl ngc or at tlie \mci' 
ing hour. He tells us tluit thej died suddenly, and vio- 
kntly, and in madness ; but nothing can exceed the bitter 
mockery with which he records tlie loathsome disease, 
and " death by rottenness," of tlie fierce and cruel gov- 

emor. 

• • • • • 

On the cTcning of the nutnmn day, that had witnessed 
the martyrdom of two men of the Quaker persuasion, 
a Puritan settler was returning from the metropolis to 
the neighboring country town in wliich he resided. Tiie 
air was cool, the sky clear, and the lingering twilight was 
made brighter by the rays of a young moon, which had 
now nearly reached the verge of the horizon. The trav- 
eller, a roan of middle age, wrapped in a gray fricso 
cloak, quickened his pace when ho had reached the out- 
skirts of the town, for a gloomy extent of nearly four 
miles lay Ixstwccn him and his home, lite low, straw- 
thatehed honses were scattered at considcniblo intervals 
along tlie road, and Ihe country luiving lx;en self led but 
abont thirty years, the tracts of original forest still bore 
no small proportion to the cultivated ground. The 
autumn wind wandered among the branches, whirling 
away tlie leaves from all except the pine-trees, and moan- 
ing as if it lamented tlie desolation of which it was the 
instrument The road had penetrated the mass of woods 
tliat faiy nearest to the town, and was just emerging into 
an open space, wlirn the traveller's ears were saluted by 
a sound more mournful than even that of the wind. It 
was like Uia wailing of some one in distress, and it seemed 
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to proceed from beneath a tall and lonely fir-tree, in the 
centre of a cleared, but unenclosed and uncultivated field. 
The Puritan could not but remember that tliis was the 
very sjiot which had been made accursed a few hours 
before by the execution of the Quakers, whose bodies had 
been thrown together into one hasty grave, beneath the 
tree on which they suffered. He struggled, however, 
against the superstitious fears which belonged to the age» 
and compelled himself to pause and listen. 

"The voice is most likely mortal, nor have I cause to 
tremble if it be otherwise," thought he, straining his eyes 
through the dim moonlight. " Methinks it b like the 
wailuig of a child; some infant, it may be, which has 
strajred from its mother, and chanced upon this place of 
death. For the cose of iniuo own conscience, I must 
search this matter out." 

He therefore left the path, and walked somewhat fear- 
fully across the field. Though now so desolate, its soil 
was pressed down and trampled by the thousand footsteps 
of those who had witnessed the spectacle of that day, ail 
of whom had now retired, leaving the dead to their lone- 
lincss. The tnivcller at length reached the fir-tree, which 
from the middle upward was covered with living bi-anclies, 
although a scafluld had Iwcn erected beneath, and other 
preparations mode for the work of death. Under this 
unhappy tree, which in after times was believed to drop 
poison with its dew, sat the one solitary mourner for in- 
noeent blood. It was a slender and light-clad little boy, 
who leaned his face upon a hillock of fresh-turned and 
half-froaon earth, and availed bitterly, yet in a suppressed 
tone, as if his grief might receive the punishment of crime. 
The Puritan, whose approach had been unperceivcd, kid 
his hand upon the child's shoulder, and addressed him 
compassionately. 
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"Yon have cbosen a diearj lodging, mj poor boj, 
and no vonder that you weep/' said he. *'But diy 
yonr eyes, and tell me where your mother dwells. I 
promise jou if the journey be not too far, I will leave 
you in her arms to-nigiit*' 

The boy had hushed his wailing at onoe, and turned 
his face upward to the stranger. It was a pale, bright- 
eyed couutenauce, certainly not more than six years 
old, but sorrow, fear, and want had destroyed much of 
its infantile expression. Tlio Puritan, seeing the boy's 
frightened gaxc, and feeling that bo trcmUcd under his 
band, endearorcd to reassure him. 

"Nay, if I intended to do yon liarm, little kd, the 
readiest wqy were to leave you here. What! you do 
not fear to sit beneath the gallows on a new-made grave, 
and yet you tremble at a friend's touch. Take heart, 
child, and tell me what b your name, and where is your 
home!" 

"Friend,** replied the little boy, in a sweet, though 
fidtering voice, " tliey call mo Ilbrahim, and my home is 
here." 

The pale, spiritual (ace, the eyes that seemed to mingle 
with the moonlight, the sweet airy voice, and the out- 
landish name almost made the Puritan believe that tlie 
boy was in truth a being which had sprung up out of 
the grave on which he sat But perceiviug tliat the ap- 
parition stood the test of a short mental prayer, uid 
remembering that the arm which he had touched was 
life-like, he adopted a more rational supposition. "The 
poor child is stricken in his intellect," thought he, " but 
verily his words are fearful, in a pbcc like tliis.** He 
then spoke soothingly, intending to humor the boy's 
lantasy. 

" Te«r bone will scaroe be comfortable^ Ilbrahim^ 



■ J i lH i j p i| Wffffi|!!ii»! 



! .>t. ' Pf Ir.Vll ' Ui.' u 1 9,lXMUm,V,i[!».i^ ui i wynHn. ! ' Jii* my w .wrii .p j. p» , 



-^^ ■.">?' 



THE QENTLS BOT. 



81 



ibis cold autumn night, and I fear you are ill provided 
with food. I am hastening to a warm supper and bed, 
and if you will go with mc, you shall share them ! " 

" I thank thee, fricud, but though I be hungry, and 
shivering with cold, thou wilt not give me food nor 
lodging,'* replied the boy, in the quiet tone which de- 
spair liad taught him, even so young. " My father was 
of tlio iKiopIo whom all men hate. They liavo hud him 
under this heap of earth, and hero is my home." 

The Puritan, who had hud hold of little Ilbrahim's 
hand, rclinqubhcd it as if he were touching a loathsome 
reptile. But he possessed a compassionate heart, which 
not even religious prejudice could luirden into stone. 

" God forbid that I should leave this child to perish, 
though he comes of the accursed sect," said he to him- 
self. " Do we not all spring from mi evil root P Are 
we not all in darkness till the light doth shino upon us F 
Ho shall not perish, neither in body, nor, if prayer and 
instruction may avail for him, in soul." He tliea spoke 
aloud and kindly to Ubrahim, who had again hid his face 
in the cold earth of the grave. " Was every door in the 
land shut against you, my child, that you have wandered 
to this unhallowed spot P " 

" They drove me forth from the prison when they took 
my father theucc," said the boy, " and I stood a&r ofl^ 
watching the crowd of people ; and when they were gone, 
I came hither, and found only this grave. I knew that 
my father was sleeping here, and I said. Tins shall be my 
home." 

"No, child, no; not while I have a roof over my 

bead, or a morsel to share with you ! ** exclaimed the 

Puritan, whose sympathies were now fully excited. 

" Bise up and oome with me, and fear not a^y harm.** 

The boy wept afresbt uid dung to the heap of earth. 
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as if the cold heart beneath it irere vanner to him than 
anj in a living breast. The traveller, liowevcr, continued 
to entreat him tciiderij, and seeming to acquire some 
degree of confidence, he at Icngtii arose. But his slen- 
der limbs tottered with weakness, liis little head grew 
dijBsjr, and he leaned against tlie tree of death for support. 

** My poor liov, uro you so feeble f '* said the Puritan. 
** ^Vlicn did you taste food lost f " 

" I ate of bread und water with my fattier m the 
prison," replied Ilbrahim, " but they brouglit hint none 
ncitlicr yesterday nor to-day, saying tliat lie had eaten 
enough to bear him to his journey's end. Trouble not 
thyself for my hunger, kind friend, for I liave kckcd 
food many times ere now.*' 

The traveller took tlic diild in his arms and wrapped 
Us cloak about huii, while his licart stirred with slmme 
and auger agauist tlie gratuitous cruelty of the iustru- 
Bients in this persecution. In the awakened warmth of 
his feelings, he resolved tlwt, at wlmtever risk, he would 
not forsake the poor little defenceless being whom 
Heaven had confided to his care. With this determina- 
tion, he left the accursed field, and resumed tlie home- 
ward path from which tlio wailing of tlie boy had called 
him. Tlie light and motionless burden scarcely impeded 
Us progress, and he soon bclicld tlie fire rays from the 
windows of tlie cottage whidi he, a native of a distant 
dime, had bnllt in the Western wilderness. It was sur- 
founded by a eonsideroble extent of cultivated gTDund, 
and the dwelling was situated in the nook of a wood- 
covered hill, whither it seemed to liavo crept for pro- 
teetioii. 

*«Look up, child,'' said the PuriUn to Ilbrahim, 
whose faint head had sunk upon his shoulder, *' tliero 
is o«r home.*' 



■y w iM ' WJJ i llWWP^ ' wyiW.MW^ ' ^^f'J^ W 



.m i nj i -mi ^w^nw 






THE GENTLE EOT. 



88 



At the word "home," a thrill passed through the 
child's frame, but he continued silent. A few moments 
brought tlicm to the cottage-door, at which the owner 
knocked ; for at that early period, when savages were 
wandering evcrywherc among the settlers, bolt and bar 
were iii(iis))ciisubie to the security of a dwelling. The 
summons was answered by a bond-servant, a eoarse-cbd 
and dull-fcutuivd piece of iiuinaiiity, who, after ascer- 
taining that his master w:is the applicant, undid the door, 
and held a flaring pine-knot torch to light him in. 
Farther iNick in the passage- way, the red blaze discov- 
ered a matronly woman, but no little crowd of children 
caiiie bounding forth to greet their father's return. As 
the Puritan entered, he thrust aside his cloak, and dis- 
played Ilbrahini's face to the female. 

" Dorothy, here is a little outcast whom Providence 
hath put into our hands," observed ho. " Bo kind to 
him; even as if he were of those dear ones who have 
depariod from us." 

" What pale and bri;;ht-eyed little boy is this, Tobias F " 
she inquired. " Is he one whom the wilderness folk have 
lavished fmm some Christian mother F " 

" No, Dorothy, tiiis poor child is no captive from the 
wilderness," he rc])lied. "The heathen savage would 
have giv?n him to cat of his scanty morsel, and tc drink 
of his blrchiMi cup; but Christian men, ahsl had cast 
him out to die." 

Then he told her how he had found him beneath tlie 
gallows, upon his father's grave; and how his heart had 
prompted him, like the speaking of an inward voice, to 
tiiko the little outcast home, and be kind unto him. lie 
acknowledged his resolution to feed and clothe him, as if 
he were his own child, and to aiford him the instruction 
which should counteract the peniicioas errors hitherto 
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inftiUed into bis infant mind. Dorothy was gifted with 
efcn a quicker tcudcruess tlian her husband, and she 
^proved of all his doings and intentions. 

" Have jou a mother, dear child ? *' she iuqtiirod. 

Tlie tears burst forth from his full heart, as ho at- 
tempted to rrply ; but Dorothy at length understood that 
he liad a mol4icr, who, like tlie rest of her sect, vrva a 
persecuted wanderer. Slie luid been taken from the 
prison a short time before, carried into the uninhabited 
vildcnicss, and loft to perish there by hunger or wihi 
beasts. Tbis was no uncommon method of disposing of 
the Quakers, and they were accustomed to boast, that 
the inlmbitants of the desert were more hospitable to 
them than civilized man. 

"Fear not, little boy, you shall not need a mother, 
and a kind one,'' said Dorothy, when she had gathered 
this infommtion. " Diy your tears, Ilbrahim, and be my 
child, as I will be your mother." 

The good woman prcpsirod the little bed, from which 
' her own diildrcn had successively been borne to anotlier 
xestuig-phicc. Defore Ilbrahim would consent to occupy 
it, he knelt down, and as Dorothy listened to his simple 
and affecting prayer, slie marvelled how the jiarcnls tlwt 
had tauglit it to hiui could have been judged worthy of 
death. When tlic boy had fiillcn asleep, she bent over 
his pale and spiritual countenance, pressed a kiss upon 
his white brow, drew the bedclothes up about his neck, 
and went away with a pensive gkulness in her heart. 

Tobias Pearson was not aniong tiie earliest ciiiigrants 
from the old country. He liad remained in Engkud 
during the first years of the civil war, in which he Itad 
borne some share as a comet of drnguous, under Crom- 
welL But when the ambitious designs of his leader 
began lo dcrdop tbeaaelves^ he quitted the army of the 
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Parlmment, and souglit a refuge from the strife, which 
was no longer holy, among the people of his persuasion 
in the colony of ]^ra!*sacliusctts. A moro worldly con- 
sidcnition had perhaps an influence in drawiug liim 
thither; for New England offered advantages to men of . 
unpros])erous fortunes, as well as to dissatisfied religion- 
ists, and Pcai-son had hitherto fcmnd it dilHcult to provide 
for a wife and increasing family. To this supposed im- 
pnrity of motive, the niorc bigoted Puritans wera inclined 
to inipute tlio removal by death of all the children, for 
whose earthly good the father had been over-thouglitfuL 
They had loft their native country blooming like roses, 
and like roses they Imd pcrish(;d in a foreign soil. Those 
expounders of the ways of Providence, who had thus 
judged their brother, and attributed his domestic sorrows 
to liis sin, wero not more eluiritable when they saw him 
and Dorothy endeavoring to fill up the void in their 
hearts by the adoption of an infant of the accursed sect 
Nor did they fail to communicate their disapprobation to 
Tobias; but tlie latter, in reply, merely pointed at the 
little, quiet, lovely boy, whose appearance and deport- 
ment were indeed as powerful arguments as could pos- 
sibly have been adduced in his own fiivor. Even his 
beauty, however, and his winning manners, sometimes 
produced an efleet ultinmtely unfavorable ; for the bigots, 
when the outer surfaces of their iron hearts Imd been 
softened and again grew hard, aiErmed tliat no merely 
natural cause conld have so worked upon them. 

Their autifiathy to tlie poor infant was also increased 
by the ill success of dii'ers theological discussions, in 
which it was attempted to convince him of the errors of 
his sect Ubrahim, it is true, was not a skilful contro- 
Tcrsialist; but the feeling of. his religion was strong as 
instinct in him, and he could neither be enticed nor 
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drirea from the faith which his fither had died for. The 
odium of this stuUbomtioss was shared in a great meas- 
ure by the child's protectors, insomuch tliat Tobias and 
Porothj YCTj shortly began to experience a most bitter . 
species of persecution, in the cold regards of many a 
friend whom they had valued. The common people 
manifested their opinions more openly. Pearson was a 
man of some consideration, being a representative to the 
Crcueral Court, and an approved lieutenant in the train- 
bands ; yet within a week after his adoption of Ilbmhim, 
he had been both hissed and hooted. Once, also, when 
walking through a solitary piece of woods, he heard a 
loud voice from some invisible speaker; and it cried, 
** AVhat shall be done to tlie backslider F Lo ! the scourge 
is knotted for him, even the whip of nine cords, and 
eveiy cord three knots ! " These insults irritated Pear- 
son's temper for the moment ; they entered also into his 
hearty and became impcreeptible but powerful workers 
towards an end which his most secret thought had not 
yet whispered. 

• • • • • 

On the second Sabbath after Ilbrahim became a mem- 
ber of tlieir family, Pearson and his wife deemed it proper 
that he should appear with them at public worship. They 
had anticipated some opposition to this measure from the 
boy, but lie prepared himself in silence, and at the ap- 
pointed hour was chul in the new moumiug suit which 
Dorothy Imd wrought for him. As the parish was then, 
and during many subsequent years, unprovided with a 
bell, the signal for tlie commenoement of religious exer- 
cises was the beat of a drum. At the first sound of that 
nartkl call to the place of holy and quiet tliouglits, 
TobiM and Dorothy set forth, each holding a hand of 
little IIbrahi^» lika two parents linked together by the 
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infant of their love. On their path through the leafless 
woods, they weie overUken by many persons of their 
acquointauce, all of whom avoided them, and passed by 
on the other side ; but a severer trial awaited their con- 
stancy when they had descended the hill, and drew near 
the pine-built aud uudecoralcd house of prayer. Around 
the door, from which the drummer still sent forth his 
thundering summons, was drawn up a formidable pha- 
lanx, including several of the oldest members of the con- 
gicgation, many of the middle agod« aud nearly all the 
younger males. Pearson found it difficult to sustain 
their united and disapproving gaze ; but Dorothy, whose 
mind was differently circumstanced, merely drew the boy 
closer to her, aud faltered not in her approach. Aj they 
entered the door, Uiey overheard the muttered sentiments 
of the assembbigc, and when the reviling roioes of the 
little children smote Ubrahim's ear, he wept 

The interior aspect of the meeting-house was rude. 
The low ceiling, the unpUutercd walls, the naked wood- 
work, aud the undraperied pulpit offered nothing to ex- 
cite tlie devotion, which, without such external aids, often 
remains latent in the heart. The floor of the building 
was occupied by rows of long, cushionless benches, sup- 
plymg the pkce of pews, and the broad aisle formed a 
sexual division, impassable except by children beneath a 
certain age. 

Pearson and Dorothy separated at the door of the 
meeting-house, aud Ilbrahim, bcuig within the years of 
infancy, was retained under the care of the hitter. The 
wrinkled beldams involved themselves in their rusty 
cloaks as he passed by ; even the mild-featured maidens 
seemed to dread contamination; and many a stem old 
man arose, and turned his repulsive and unhearenly 
ooontenance upon the gentle boy, as if the sanctuaxywers 
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polluted by his presence. He was a sweet iniant of the 
skiesy that had stnijrcd away from his home, and all the 
inhabitauU of this miserable world closed up their impure 
hearts against him, drew back their carth-soilcd garments 
from hb touch, and said, '* We are holier tluui thou." 

Ilbrohim, seated by the side of his adopted mother, 
and retaining fast hold of her hand, assumed a grave and 
decorous demeanor, such as might befit a pc|;son of 
matured taste and nndcrstauding, who should find him- 
self in a temple dedicated to some worship which he did 
not recognize, but felt himself bound to respect. The 
exercises had not yet commenced, however, when the 
boy's attention was arrested by an event, apparently of 
trifling interest. A woman, havuig her face muffled in a 
hood, and a cloak drawn completely about her form, 
advanced slowly up the broad aisle, and took a pbce upon 
the foremost bench. Ilbraliim's faint color varied, his 
nerves fluttered, he was nnable to turn his eyes from tlie 
muflled female. 

When the preliminary prayer and hymn were over, the 
minister arose, and liaving turned the hour-ghiss which 
stood by the great Bible, commenced his discourse. He 
was now weU stricken in years, a man of pale, thin 
countenance, and his gray hairs were closely covered by 
a bhu^k velvet skullcap. In his younger days he had 
practically learned the meaning of persecution from Arch- 
bishop Laud, and he was not now disposed to forget the 
lesson against which ho had mu rmured then. Introducing 
the often-discussed subject of Uio Quakers, he gave a 
history of that sect, and a description of their tenets, in 
which error predominated, and prejudice distorted the 
aspect of what was true. He adverted to the recent 
neasnres in the province, and catttioned his hearers of 
WMker parts agiunst calling in queatioii the just severity^ 
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which God-fearing magistrates had at length been com- 
pelled to exercise. He spoke of the danger of pity, in 
some ciiscs a commeudable aud Christian virtue, but in- 
applicable to this pernicious sect. He observed that 
such was their devilish olistiujicy in error, that even the 
little cliildrcu, the sucking babes, were hardened and 
(icsiKsrate heretics. Ho uffirined that no man, without 
Heaven's especial warrant, should attempt their con- 
version, lest while he lent his hand to draw them from 
the slough, he should hunsclf be precipitated into its 
lowest depths. 

The sands of the second hour were principally in the 
lower half of the glass, when the sermon concluded. An 
approving murmur followed, and the clergyman, having 
given out a hymn, took his seat with much self-con- 
gratuliition, and endeavored to rcsid the eflcct of his 
eloquence in the visngcs of the people. But while voices 
from all parts of the house were tuning themselves to 
sing, a scene occurred, which, though not very unusual 
at that period in the provuice, happened to be without 
precedent in this parish. 

The muflled female, who liad hitherto sat motionless in 
the front rank of the audience, now arose, and with slow, 
stately, and unwavering step ascended the pulpit stairs. 
The quiverings of incipient harmony were hushed, and the 
divine sat in speechless and almost terrified astonishment, 
while she undid the door, aud stood up in the sacred desk 
from which his mulodictions had just been thundered. 
She then divested hcr»clf of the cloak aud hood, and 
appeared in a most singular array. A slinpoless robe of 
sackcloth was gifQed about her waist with a knotted 
cord ; her raven hair fell down upon her shoulders, and 
its bkuskness was defiled by pale streaks of ashes, which 
she had strewn upon her head. Her eyebrow^ dark and 
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ttronglj dedaed, added to the deatlily whiteness of a 
countenanoe, which, cmaeiatod with want, and wild with 
enthnsiasm and strange sorrows, retained no trace of 
earlier bcanty. This figure stood gazuig earnestly on the 
audience, and there was no sound, nor any movement, 
cxecpt a faint shuddering which every man obscn'cd in 
his neighbor, but was scarcely conscious of iu himself. 
At length, when her fit of inspiration cnme, she spoke, 
for the firat few niomenls, iu a low voice, and not in- 
rariably distinct utterance. Ilcr discourse gave evidence 
of an imagination hopelessly entangled with her reason ; 
it was a vague and incomprehensible rlmpsody, which, 
however, seemed to spread its own atmosphere round the 
hearer's soul, and to move his feelings by some influence 
unconnected with tlie words. As she pmeeedcd, beauti- 
ful but shadowy iuiagcs would sometimes be seen, like 
bright things moving in a turbid river; or a strong and 
singularly sliaped idea leaped forth, and seised at once on 
the understanding or the heart. But the course of her 
unearthly eloquence soon led her to the persecutions of 
her sect, and from thence the step was short to her own 
peculiar sorrows. Siie was naturally a wonuin of mighty 
passions, and liatred and revenge now wrapped themselves 
in the garb of piety ; the clwracter of lier speech was 
changed, her images became distinct tliough wild, and 
her denunciations had an almost hellish bitterness, 

''The governor and his mighty men," she said, "have 
gathered together, taking counsel among themselves and 
saying, ' Wliat shall we do unto this people,— even unto 
the people that have rome into this laud to put our in- 
iquity to tlio blush!*' And lo! the Devil entereth into 
the council-chamber, like a lame man of low stature and 
gravely apparelled, wiUi a dark and twisted countenanoe, 
ttM a bcfghty dowiMaat eje. And he ataudeth np among 
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the rulera ; yea, he goeth to and fro, whispering to each ; 
and every man lends his car, for his word is, ' Slay, slay I ' 
But I say unto ye. Woe to them that slay ! Woe to 
them tliat shed the blood of saints ! Woe to them that 
have slain the husband, and cast forth the child, the 
tender infant, to wander homeless, and hungry, and cold, 
till he die; and have saved the mother alive, in the 
cruelty of their tender mcroies ! Woe to them iu their 
lifetime, cursed are they in the deliglit and pleasure of 
their hearts 1 Woe to tlieui in (heir dcatli-hour, whether 
it come swiftly with blood and violence, or after long and 
lingering pain ! Woe, in the dark house, iu the rotten- 
ness of tlie grave, when the children's chihiren shall re- 
vile the aslios of the fathers ! Woe, woe, woe, at tlie 
judgment, when all the persecuted and all the shiin iu 
this bloody land, and the fnllier, the mother, and the 
child slinll await thcin in a day tluit they cannot escape I 
8eed of the faith, seed of the faith, yc whose hearts are 
moving with a power tlut ye know not, arise, wash your 
hands of this innocent blood ! Lift your voices, chosea 
ones, cry aloud, and call down a woe and a judgment 
with me!" 

Haying tlius given vent to the flood of malignity which 
she mistook for inspiration, the speaker was silent. Her 
voice was suoeecded by the hysteric shrieks of several 
women, but the feelings of the audience generally had 
not been drawn onward in the current with lier own. 
They remained stupefied, stranded as it were, in the midst 
of a torrent, which deafened thorn by its roaring, but 
might not move them by its violence. The clergyman, 
who could not hitherto have ejected the usurper of his 
pulpit otherwise than by bodily force, now addressed her 
in the tone of just indignation and legitimate authority. 

''Get yon down, woman, from the ho^ pkce whioh 
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jott profane/* he said " la it to the Lord's bouse that 
JOQ come to pour forth the foulness of your heart, and 
the inspiration of the Devil ? Get you down, and remem- 
ber that the sentence of death is on you, yea, and shall 
be executed, vcrc it but for this day's work ! " 

"I go, friend, I go, for the voice hath had its utter* 
ance," replied she, in a depressed and oven mild tone. 
'* I have done my mission unto thee and to thy people. 
Bcward me with stripes, imprisonment, or death, as ye 
shall be permitted." 

The weakness of exhausted passion caused her steps 
to totter as she descended the pulpit si ail's. The |)eople, 
in the moan while, were stirring to and fro on the fliKir 
of the liousc, wliis|icring among themselves, and glancing 
towards the intruder. Many of them now rceogiiitcd 
her as the woninn who had ns»aulted the govenior with 
frightful language, as he passed by tlic window of her 
prison; tliey knew, also, that she was adjudged to sulTer 
death, and Itnd been preserved only by an involuntary 
banishment into tlio wildrmcss. The new outrage, by 
which slic had provoked her fate, seemed to render fur* 
ther lenity impossible ; and a gentleman in military dress, 
wiUi a stout man of inferior rank, drew towartls the door 
of the meet ing-house, and awaited her approach. Scarcely 
did her feet press the floor, however, wlieu an unexpected 
scene oecurrrd. In that moment of her peril, when every 
eye frowne^l with death, a little timid boy pressed forth, 
and threw his arms round his mother. 

*' I am here, mother, it is I, and I will go with thee to 
prison/' ho exclaimed. 

She gaxcd at him with a doubtful and almost frightened 
ezpTCssioB, for the knew that the boy had been cast out 
to pcriab, and she had not hoped to tee his &ce again. 
She faied, peiliap^ that it wm but one of the happy 
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risions, with which her excited fancy had often deceiTcd 
her, in the solitude of the desert or in prison. But when 
she felt his hand warm within her own, and heard his 
little eloquence of childish love, she began to know that 
she was vet a mother. 

" Blessed art thou, my son," she sobbed. " My heart 
was withered ; ye;i, dead with thee and with thy father; 
and now it leaps as in the first moment when I pressed 
thee to my bosom." 

She knelt down and embraced him again and again, 
while the joy that could find no words expressed itself 
in broken accents, like the bubbles gushing up to vanish 
at the surface of a deep fountain. The sorrows of past 
years, and the d.irker i^eril that was nigh, east not a 
shadow on the brightness of that fleeting moment. Soon, 
however, the sppclatora saw a change upon hor face, as 
the conscitmsiicss of her s:ul estate returned, and grief 
Bupplietl the fount of tears which joy had opened. By 
the words she uttered, it would seem that the indulgence 
of natural love had given her mind a momentary sense 
of its errors, and made her know how far she had strayed 
from duty, in following the dictates of a wild fanaticism. 

" In a doleful hour art thou returned to me, poor boy," 
she said, " for thy mothar*s ]Kith lias gone darkening on* 
ward, till now the end is death. Son, son, I liavo borne 
thee in my arms when my limbs were tottering, and I 
have fed thco with the food that I was fainting for; yet 
I have ill performed a mother's part by thee in life, and 
now I leave thee no inheritance but woe and shanie. 
Thou wilt go seeking through the world, and find all hearts 
closed against thee, and their sweet aflcctions turned to 
bitterness for my sake. ^ly child, my child, liow nmny a 
pang awaits thy gentle spirit, and I the cause of all ! " 

She hid her face on Ubrahim's head, and her long 
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nvcn Lair, diaeoloied with the ashes of her moaming, 
feU tlowa ahoai him like a veil. A low and interrupted 
moan was tlie voice of ber heart's anguish, and it did not 
fail to move the sympathies of manj who mistook tlieir 
inTolantaij virtue for a sin. Sobs were audible in the 
female section of the house, and every man who was a 
(aflicr drew his hand across his eyes. Tobfas Pearson 
was agitiitcfl and uneasy, but a certain feeling like the 
coiuciousness of guilt oppressed liim, so Uiat he could 
not gii forth and oflbr himself as.lhc prolccfor of the 
chiU. l>on>tliy, however, had watelied her huslmnd's eye. 
Iter mind was free from tlio iuQuciice that had begun to 
work on his, and she drew near the Qiwkcr woman, and 
addressed her in the Jicaring of all the congrrgtUion. 

** Stranger, trust this boy to me, and I will bo his 
motlicr," siie said, taking Ilbruhiurs hand. ** Provi- 
denee has sigmdly marked out my husband to protect 
him, and he has fed at our table and lodged under our 
roof, now umny days, till our hearts have grown very 
strongly unto him. Leave tlie tender child with us, and 
be at case concerning his welfare." 

Tlie Quaker ruse from tlic ground, but drew the boy 
closer to her, while slie gazed earnestly ui Dorothy's 
face. Her mild, but saddened features, and neat matron- 
ly attire harmouused together, and were like a verse of 
fireside poctiy. llcr very as|)cet proved that slie was 
blamelcM, so far as mortal could be so, in rcsiNxt to God 
and roan ; while the enthusuist, in her robe of sackcloth 
and girdle of knotted cord, liad as evidently viohitcd the 
duties of tlie present life and tlie future, by fixing her at- 
tention wholly on the latter. The two fenmlcs, as they 
beM cttoh a hand of Ilbraliim, formed a practical alle- 
gory; it was ratimml piety and unbridled fanaticism 
iwntMiding for the empirD of a yomig heart 
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" Thott art not of our people," said the Quaker, monm- 
fully. 

" No, we are not of your people," replied Dorothy, with 
mildness, " but we are Christians, looking upward to the 
same Heaven with you. Doubt not tliat your boy sliall 
meet you there, if there be a blessing on our tender and 
prayerful guidance of him. Thitlicr, I trust, my own 
eliildrcn have gone before me, for I also have been a 
motlior ; I am uo longer so," she added, iu a faltering 
tone, " and yimr son will Iwvo all my eaa*." 

** But will ye lead him in the iiatli which his parents 
have trodden ? " demanded the Quaker. " Con ye teach 
him the enlightened faith which his father has died for, 
and for which I, even I, am soon to become an unworthy 
martyr? The boy Ims l)ecn baptized iu blood; will ye 
keep the mark fresh and ruddy upon his forehead ? " 

**I will not doeeivc you," answered Dorothy. •'If 
your child bcermie our child, we must breed him up in 
the uistmetion which Ilcnvcn lias imparted to us; wo 
must pray for him tlio prayers of our own faith ; we 
must do towards him according to the dictates of our 
own conseienecs, mid not of yours. Were we to act 
otherwise, we should abuse your trusty even in complying 
with your wishes." 

The mother looked down upon ber boy with a troubled 
counteiumce, and tlien turned her eyes upward to Heav- 
en. She seemed to pray internally, and the contention 
of her soul was evident. 

" Friend," she said at length to Dorothy, ** I doubt 
not tlmt my sou shall receive all earthly tenderness at thy 
bands. Nay, I will believe that even thy imperfect lights 
may guide him to a better world ; for surely thou art on 
the path thitlicr. But thou hast spoken of a husband. 
Doth he stand here among this multitude of people P 
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Let liim come forth, for I iniist know to whom I commit 
this most predous trust." 

She tunicd licr iacc upoii the male auditors, and after 
a moment nij delay, Tobias Pearson came forth from 
among them. The Quaker saw the dress which marked 
Lis military rank, and shook lier head; but then she 
noted the hesitating air, the eyes that struggled with her 
own, uid were vanquished ; tlie color tlmt went and came, 
and could find uo rcstiug-phicc. As she gascd, an un- 
mirthful smile spread over her features, like sunshine 
that grows melancholy in some desolate spot. Her lips 
moved iiiaudibly, but at length she spake. 

"i hear it, I hear it. Tlie voice s|)eaketh within mc 
and saith, ' Leave thy child, Catharine, for his place is 
bcrc^ and go hence, for I liave other work for thee. 
Break the bonds of natural aflcction, nmrtyr thy love, 
and know that in all these things eternal wisdom hath its 
cods.' I go, friends, I go. Take ye my boy, uiy pre* 
cious jewel. I go licnce, trusting that all shall be well, 
and tliat even for his infant hands tlicre is a hdx>r in the 
vineyard." 

She knelt down and whispered to Ilbrahim, who at 
first struggled and clung to his mother, with sobs and 
tears, but reimiined passive when she had kissed his 
clieek and arisen from the grouiid. Having held her 
bands over his head in mental prayer, she was ready to 
depart 

"Farewell, friends in mine extremity," she said to 
Pearson and his wife ; " the good deed ye have done me 
is a treasure hud up in Heaven, to bo returned a thou- 
sand-fokl hereafter. And farewell ye, mine enemies, to 
whom it is not permitted to harm so much as a luiir of 
my head, nor to stay my footsteps even for a moment, 
ne day if coming when ye thall call upon me to witness 
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for ye to this one sm uncommitted, and I will rise np 
and answer." 

She turned her steps towards the door, and the men, 
who had stationed themselves to guard it, withdrew, and 
sutfcrcd her to psss. A general sentiment of pity over- 
came the virulence of religions hatred. SauctiOed by her 
love and her affliction, she went forth, and all the people 
gazed after her till she had journeyed up the hill, and 
was lost bclilud its brow. She went, tlie apostle of her 
own unquiet heart, to renew the wandermgs of past 
years. For her voiee had been already heard in many 
lauds of Chriistendom ; and she had pined in the cells of 
a Catholic Inquisition before she felt the hish, mid hiy in 
the dungeons of the Puritans. Her mission Imd ex- 
tended also to the followers of the Prophet, and from them 
she had received the courtesy and kindness which all 
tlie contending sects of our purer religion united to deny 
her. Her husband and herself had resided many months 
in Turkey, wliere even the Sultan's countenance was 
gracious to thcin ; in that pagan hind, too, was Ilbrahim't 
birthphice, and his Oriental name was a mark of gratitude 
for the good deeds of an unbeliever. 

• • • • • 

Wlien Pearson and his wife had thus acquired all the 
rjg'.iU over Ilbrahim tlmt could be delegated, their affec- 
tion for him became, like the memory of their native 
Imid, or their mikl sorrow for the dead, a piece of the 
immovable furniture of their hearts. The boy, also, 
after a week or two of mental disquiet, began to gratify 
his protectors, by many inadvertent proofs tliat he con- 
sidered them as parents, and their house as home. Be- 
fore tlie wint«r snows were melted, the perjecutod infant, 
the little wanderer from a remote and heathen country, 
s jemed native in the New England cottage, and insepaia- 
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Ue from the warmtb and tecuritj of its hearth. Under 
the influence of kind treatment, and in the consciousness 
iliat lie ms loved, Ubmhim's demeanor lost a premature 
manliness wliicli had resulted from his earlier situation; 
he became more childlike, and his natural character dis* 
played itself with freedom. It was in many respects a 
beautiful one, yet the disordered imaginations of both his 
father and mother luid perhaps propagated a certain un- 
healthiness in the muid of tlie boy. In his general state, 
Sbmhim would derirc enjoyment from the most trifling 
events, and from eveiy object about him ; he seemed to 
discover rich treasures of happiness, by a faculty analo- 
gous to that of the witch-hazel, which points to hidden 
gold where all is barren to the eye. Ilis airy gayety, 
coming to him from a thousand sources, communicated 
itself to the family, and Ilbrahim was like a domesticated 
sunbeam, brightening moody countenances, and chasing 
away the gloom from the dark corners of the cottage. 

On the other hand, as the susceptibility of pleasure 
is also that of pain, the exuberant cheerfulness of the 
boy's prevailing temper sometimes yielded to moments 
of deep depression. His sorrows could not always be 
followed up to their original source, but most frequently 
tliey appeared to flow, thougli Ilbrahim was young to 
be sad for such a cause, from wounded love. The flighti- 
ness of his mirth rendered him often guilty of ofrcncea 
adjust the decorum of a Puritan houseliold, and ou 
tliese occasions he did not in\'ariably escape rebuke. 
But thc'sliglitest word of real bitterness, which he was 
infallible in distinguishing from pretended anger, seemed 
to sink into hb lieart and poison all his enjoyments, till 
be became sensible that he was entirely foi^ven. Of 
the malice, which generally accompanies a superfluity 
"Of sensitiTeiiess, Ubraliim was altogether destitute; when 
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trodden upon, he would not turn; when wounded, he 
could but die. His mind was wanting in tlie stamina 
for scIf-sup[)ort ; it was a plant that would twine beau* 
tifully round something stronger than itself, but if re- 
pulsed, or torn awsiy, it had no choice but to wither 
on the grauud. Dorothy's acutencss taught her that 
severity would crush the spirit of tho child, and she 
nurtured him with the gentle cure of one who luindles 
a butterfly. Ilcr husband manifested an equal aflec* 
lion, although it grew daily less productive of familiar 
•caresses. 

The feelings of the neighboring people, in regard to 
the Quaker infant and his protcctora, had not undet^ne 
a favorable cliange, in spite of the momentary triumph 
which the desolate mother had obtained over their sym- 
pathies. Tiie scorn and bitterness, of which he was the 
object., were very grievous to Ilbrahim, especially when 
any eireumstauee made him sensible that the children, 
his equals in age, partook of the enmity of their parents. 
His tender and social nature had already overflowed in 
attaehmeuts to everything about him, and still there was 
a residue of unappropriated love, which he yearned^ 
bestow up<m the little ones who were taught to hate him. 
As the warm days of spring eanio on, Ilbrahim was ac- 
customed to remain for hours, silent and inactive, u-ithin 
hearing of the children's voices at their phiy ; yet, with 
his usunl deliciicy of feeling, he avoided their notice, and 
wouhl flee and hide himself from the smallest individual 
am)ng tliem. Chance, however, at length seemed to 
opf.n a medium of communication l)ctwecn his heart and 
tirira; it was by means of a boy about two years older 
tlian Ilbrahim, who was iujnred by a fall from a tree in 
the vicinity of Peanou's habitation. As the sufferer's 
own home was at some distance, Dorothy willingly re- 
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ceived liim under lior roof, oiid became hb tender and 
Gtfefiil iitinie. 

llbraliiin vns tlio uucoiiscions imsscssor of much skill 
in physiognomy, and it would have deterred him, in 
other circumstances, from attempting to make a friend 
of this boy. The countenance of the bttcr immediately 
impressed a beholder disagreeably, but it required some 
examination to discover that Uie cause was a very slight 
distortion of the mouth, and the irregular, broken lino 
aud near approach of the eyebrows. Analogous, per- 
haps, to these trifling deformities, was an almost impcr- 
ceptible twist of every johit, and the uneveu promincneo 
of the breast ; fonning a body, reguhir in its general out- 
line, but faulty in almost all its details. The dispositioa 
of tlic boy was sullcu and rcsenred, and the vilhige school- 
master slignwiized him as obtuse in iutellcet; although, 
at a later period of life, he evinced ambition and very 
peculiar talents. But whatever might be his personal 
or moral irregularities, llbrahim's licart seized u|K)n, aud 
clung to him, from the moment that he was^ brought 
wounded into tlic cottago; the child of persecution 
•eemcd to compare his own fate with that of the suf- 
ferer, and to feel tlmt even diifcrent modes of misfoiiune 
had created a sort of relatioiu»hip between thcin. Food, 
lest, aud the fresh air, for which he languished, were 
neglected; ho nestled continually by the bedside of the 
Utile stranger, and, with a fond jealousy, endeavored to 
be the medium of all tlie cares that were bestowed ufiou 
him. As Uie boy became convalescent, Ilbrahim con- 
trived games suitable to his situation, or amused him by 
a (acuity wliich he had perhaps brcathcd in with the 
air of his barbaric birthplace. It was that of reciting 
imaginary adventures, on the spur of the moment, and 
§ppmaJdj in inexhaustible suooessioa. His tales were 
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of course monstrous, disjointed, and without aim; but 
they were curious on account of a vein of human ten- 
derness, which Kin through them all, and was like a 
sweet, familiar face, encountered in tiic midst of wild 
aud unearthly secnery. Tlw auditor paid much atten- 
tion to tlM»c romances, and sometimes interrupted them 
by l)ricf remarks upon the incidents, displaying shrewd- 
ness above his years, mingled with a moral obliquity 
which grated very harshly against Ilbrahim's instiuctive 
rectitude. Nothing, however, could arrest the progress 
of the latter's affect ion, and there were many proofs that 
it met with a rcsi)Ouse fron\ the dark aud stubborn na- 
ture on which it was hivished. The boy's jKirents at 
length removed him, to eonqiletc his cure under their 
own roof. 

Ilbrahim did not visit his new friend after his de- 
parture; but he made anxious aud eoulinual inquiries 
resi)eeting him, and informed himself of the day wlien 
he was to rcajipear among his ])laymates. On a pleas- 
ant sunmier afternoon, the children of the neighborhood 
had assembled in the little forest-crowned ampliiiheatre 
behind the meeting-house, and the recovering invalid 
was there, leaning on a staff. The glee of a score of 
untainted bosoms was heard in light and airy voices, 
which danced among the trees like sunshine become 
audible; the grown men of this weary world, as tliey 
journeyed by the spot, man'cllcd why life, beginning 
in such brightness, should proeocd in gloom ; aud their 
hearts, or tJLiir imaginations, answered them and said, 
that tlte bliss of ehildiiood gushes from its innocence. 
But it happened that nn unexpected «iddition was made 
to the heavenly little band. It was Ilbrahim, who came 
towards the ehildrcn with a look of sweet confidence 
on his (air and spiritual (ace, as if, having manifissted 
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hb loTo to one of them, he had no longer to fear a 
repulse from their society. A hush came over their 
mirth the moment they beheld him, and they stood 
trliispenng^ to each other while lie drew nigh ; hut, all 
at once, the devil of their fathers entered into the uu« 
brceelied fanatics, and sending up a fierce, shrill cry, 
they rushed upon tlic poor Quaker child. In an instant, 
he was the centre of a brood of baby-fiends, who lifted 
sticks against hhn, pelted him with stones, and dis- 
phiyed an instinct of dcstniclion far more loathsome 
than the bloodthirstuiess of manhood. 

Tlie invalid, in tlie mean while, stood apart from the 
tumult, crying out with a loud voice, " Fear not, libra- 
him, come hither and take my liand " ; and his unimppy 
friend endeavored to obey him. After watching the vic- 
tim's straggling approach, with a calm smile and un* 
abashed eye, the foul-hearted little villain lifted his 
staff, and struck llbrahim on the mouth, so forcibly 
that t lie blood issued in a stream. The poor child's 
arms had been raised to guard his head from the storm 
of blows ; but now he dropped them at once. His fier* 
•cctttors beat him down, trampled upon him, dragged 
bini by his long, fair locks, and llbrahim was on the 
point of becoming as veritable a martyr as ever entered 
bleeding into hcsiven. The uproar, liowcvcr, atlnictcd 
tlie notice of a few neighbors, Miio ))ut thrmsclves to 
the trouble of rescuing tlie little heretic, and of convey- 
ing him to Pearson's door. 

Ilbrahim's Ixxlily harm was severe, but long and care- 
fid nursing accomplished his recovery ; the injury done 
to. his sensitive spirit was more serious, thougli not so 
Tiaible. Its signs were principally of a negative charac- 
ter, and to be discovered only by those who had pravi- 
ooity known him. His gait wis thenceforth slow, even, 
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and unvaried by the sudden bursts of sprightlier mo- 
tion, which had once corresponded to his overflowing 
gladness ; his countenance was heavier, and its former 
play of expression, the dance of sunshine reflected from 
moving water, was destroyed by the cloud over his ex- 
istence; his notice was attracted in a far less degree by 
passing events, and he appeared to find greater difficulty 
in comprehending what was new to him, than at a hap- 
pier period. A stranger, founding his judgment upon 
these circumstances, would have said that the dulnesa 
of the child's intellect widely contradicted the promise 
of his features ; but the secret was in the direction of 
Ilbrahim's thoughts, wliich were brooding within him 
when they should naturally have been wanderuig abroad. 
An attempt of Dorothy to revive his former sportivenesa 
was the single occasion on which his quiet demeanor 
yielded to a violent display of grief; he burst into pas- 
sionate weeping, and ran and hid himself, for his heart 
had become so miserably sore, tliat even the hand of 
kindness tortured it like fire. Sometimes, at night and 
probably in his dreams, he was heard to cry, '* Mother I 
mother ! " as if her place, which a stranger had sup* 
plied while llbrahim was happy, admitted of no substi- 
tute in his extreme aOlietion. Perhaps, among the many 
life- weary wretches then upoii the earth, there was not 
one who combined iuuoceuee and misery like this poor, 
broken-hearted infant, so soon the victim of his own 
hcavculy nature. 

While this melancholy change had taken place in 
llbrahim, one of an earlier origin and of different char- 
acter had come to its perfection in his adopted father. 
The incident with which this tale commences found 
Pearson in a state of religious dulness, yet mentally 
disquieted, and longing for a more fervid faith than he 
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possessed. The first effect of his kmduess to Ilbrahim 
WIS to produce a softened feeling, aud incipient love 
for the child's whole scot ; but joined to this, and le- 
suiting perlmps from self-suspicion, was a proud aud 
ostentatious contempt of their tenets and practical ex* 
travaganoes. In tlio course of much thouglit, however, 
ibr the subject struggled irresistibly into his mind, the 
foolishness of the doctrine begun to be less evident, and 
the points wliich had particuhirly offended his reason 
assumed another asjiect, or vanished entirely away. The 
work within him apiiearcd to go on even while he slept, 
and that which liad been a doubt, when he hid down to 
rest, would often hold the place of a truth, cuufirmcd 
by some forgotten demonstration, when he recalled his 
tlwttghts in tiio morning. But while he was thus be- 
coming assimiUted to tlic enthusiasts, his contempt, in 
no wise decreasing towards them, grew very fierce 
against himself; he imagined, also, that e\'ery face of 
his acquaintance wore a sneer, and that every ^rord 
addresMd to him was a gibe. Such was his state of 
mind at tlie period of Ilbrahim's misfortune; and the 
emotions consequent upon that event completed the 
diange, of which the child had been the original instru. 
meut. 

In the mean time, neither the fierceness of the perse* 
cutors, nor the infatuation of tlicir victims, had decreased. 
Tlie dungeons were never empty ; the streets of almost 
eveiy viilago echoed daily with a lash; the life of a 
woman, wiioso mild and Christian spirit no cruelty could 
imbittorf had been sacrificed ; and more innocent blood 
was yet to pollute the hands that were so often raised in 
prayer. 'Eulj after tho Restoration, the English Qua- 
ken lepiesented to Charies U. that a '* vein of blood was 
I in kit dominions*'; but though the displeasure of 
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the voluptuous king was roused, his intcrfercneo was not 
prompt. And now the talo must stride forward over 
many months, leaving Pearson to encounter ignominy 
and misfoilunc ; liia wife to a rinii enduniaec of a thou- 
sand sorrows ; ))oor llbnihim to piuc and droop like a 
cankered rosebud ; his mother to wander on a mistaken 
errand, neglectful of the holiest trust which can be com- 
mitted to a woman. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

A winter evening, a niglit of storm, had darkened over 
Pearson's habitation, aud there were uo cheerful (aces to 
drive the gloom from his broad hcartli. Tlie (Iro, it is 
true, scut forth a glowing heat and a ruddy light, aud 
]ai*ge logs, dripping with luiir-mcltcd snow, lay ready to 
be cast upon the cnd)ci-s. But the apartment was sad- 
dened in its asi)cet by the absence of much of the homely 
wealth which had once adorned it; for tho exaction of 
repeated fines, and his own neglect of temporal affairs, 
had greatly impoverished the owner. And with the fur- 
niture of peace, tho implements of war had likewise dis- 
appeared ; the sword was broken, the helm and cuirass 
were east a^-ay forever; the soldier had done with bat- 
tles, and might not lift so much as his naked hand to 
guard his head. But the Holy Book remained, aud tho 
table on which it rested was drawn before the fire, wliilo 
two of the persecuted sect sought comfort from its pages. 

He who listened, while the ot her read, was the ntaster 
of the house, now emaciated in form, and altered us to 
the expression and healthiness of his countenance ; for 
his mind had dwelt too long among visionary thoughts, 
and his l)ody had been worn by imprisonment and stripes. 
The hale aud weather-beaten old man, who sat beside 
him, had sustained less injury from a far longer course of 
the same mode of life. In person he was taU and digni- 
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ficd, and, which alone would have made him hateful to 
the Puritans, his gray locks fell from beneath the hroad- 
brimmed hat, and rested on his shoulders. As the old 
man read tlic sacred page, the snow drifted against tiie 
windows, or eddied in at the crevices of the door, while a 
blast kept hinghing iu the chimney, and the blaze leaped 
fiercely up to seek it. And sometimes, when the wind 
struck the hill at a certain angle, and swept down by the 
cottage across the wintry plain, its voice was the most 
doleful that can be conceived; it c:inie as if the Past 
were speaking, as if the Dead had contributed each a 
whisper, as if the Desolation of Ages were breathed in 
that one lamenting sound. 

The Quaker at length closed tlie book, retaining however 
bis hand between the pages which he bad been reading, 
while he looked steadfastly at Pearson. Tlte attitude 
and features of tlie latter might have indicated the en* 
durance of bodily pain ; he leaned his forclicad on his 
bands, his teeth were firmly closed, and his frame wis 
tremulous at intervals with a nervous agitation. 

"Friend Tobias," inquired the old man, compassion* 
fttely, "iiast Ihou found no comfort in these many blessed 
passages of Scripture ? " 

*' Thy voice has fallen on my ear like a sound afar off 
and indistinct," replied Pearson, without lifting his eyes. 
** Yea, and wlien I have hearkened carefully, the words 
seemed cold and lifeless, and intended fur another and a 
lesser grief than mine. Remove the Iwok," he adcicd, in 
a tone of sullen bitterness. " I have no pnrt in its con- 
solations, and they do bnt fret my sorrow the more.*' 

''Nay, feeble brother, be not as one who hath never 
known tlie light,** said the elder Quaker, earnestly, but 
with mildness. " Art thou be that wouldst be content to 
give allt and endnreallt for ooBieienoe' sake; desiring even 
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peculiar trials, that thy faith might be purified, and thy 
heart weaned from worldly desires P And wilt thou sink 
beneath an afilietion which happens alike to them that have 
their portion here below, and to tlicm that ky up treasure 
in heaven ? Faint not, for thy bunlen is yet light." 

** It is heavy ! It is heavier than I can bear ! " ex* 
claimed Pearson, with the im[iatienec of a variable spirit. 
" From my youlli upward I have been a man marked out 
for wrath ; and year by year, yea, day after day, I have 
endured sorrows, such as otiiers know not m their life- 
time. And now I siieak not of the love that has been 
turned to hatred, the honor to ignominy, the ease and 
plentifnhiess of all things to danger, want, and nakedness. 
All this I could liave burnc, and counted myself blessed. 
But when my heart was desolate with many losses, I 
fixed it u[K>u the child of a stranger, and he became 
dearer to mo tlian all my buried ones ; and now he too 
must die, as if my love were poison. Verily, I am an 
accursed man, and I will lay me down in the dust, and 
lift up my head no more." 

"Thou siuucst, brother, but it is not for me to rebuke 
thee; for I also liave had my hours of darkness, wherein 
I have murmured against the cross," said the old Quaker, 
lie continued, pcriiaps iu the hope of distracting his 
compaiuou*s thoughts from his own sorrows. " £\'en of 
late was the liglit obscured within me, when the men of 
blood had lianishcd me on pain of death, and the eonsta* 
bics led mo onward from villngc to village, towards the 
wilderness. A strong and cruel liand was wielding tlie 
knotted cords ; they sunk dcei) iuto the fiesh, and thou 
mightst have tracked every reel and totter of my foot- 
steps by the blood that followed. As we went on — " 

" Uavc I not borne all this ; and liave I murmured ? ** 
interrupted Pearson* impatiently. 
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'* Naj, friend, but hctr mc," oontiuued the other. '' As 
we journejed on, niglit darkened on our path, so that no 
man could sec the rage of the persecutors, or the con- 
stancy of Dij enduraucc, though Heaven forbid tlmt I 
should gloij therein* The lights began to glimmer in 
the cottage windows, and I could discern the inmates as 
the/ gathered in comfort and security, every man with 
his wife aud children by their own evening hearth. 
At length we came to a tract of fertile hind; in the 
dim light, tlie forest was not visible around it; and 
behold 1 there waa a straw-thatched dwelling, which bore 
the very aspect of my home, fur over the wild ocean, (ar 
iu our own England. Then came hitler thoughts u])on 
me; yea, remembrances that were like deatli to my soul. 
The happiness of my early days was imiutcd to me ; the 
disquiet of my manhood, the altered fuith of my declining 
years. I remembered how 1 had been moved to go forth 
a wanderer, when my daughter, the youngest, the dearest 
of my flock, lay on her dying bed, and — " 

*'Couldst thou obey the command at such a mo- 
ment F" exclaimed Peai-son, shuddering. 

" Yea, yea," replied the old man, hurriedly. " I was 
kneeling by lier bedside when tlie voice spoke loud 
within nie ; but immediately I rose, and took my slaiT, 
aud gat utc gone. 0, tluit it were permitted me to 
forget her woful look, when I thus withdrew my arm, 
and left her journeying tlirougli the dark vullcy aloite! 
for her soul was faint, aud she had leaned upon my 
prayers. Now in that night of horror I was assailed by 
tlie tbonglit that I iiad been an erring Christian, aud a 
cruel parent; yea, c%'cn my duughter, i»'ith her pale, 
dying features, seemed to stand by mo and whisiicr, 
'Father, you are deceived; go home and shelter your 
giaj hnd.' Thou, to whom I have looked in my 
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farthest wanderings," continued the Quaker, raising his 
agitated eyes to Heaven, " inflict not upon the bloodiest 
of our persecutors the unmitigated agony of my soul, 
when I believed that all I had done and suflcrcd for 
thee was at tlie instigation of a mocking fiend ! But I 
yielded not ; I knelt down and wrestled with the tempter, 
while the scourge bit more fiercely into the flesh. My 
prayer was heard, and I went on in peace and joy to- 
wards the wilderness." 

The old man, though his fanaticism liad generally all 
the ealmiu^s of reason, was deeply moved while reciting 
this t«i!e ; and his unwonted emotion seemed to rebuko 
and keep down that of his companion. They sat iu 
silence, with their faces to the fire, imagining perhaps, 
in its red embers, new scenes of persecution yet to be 
encountered. Tlie snow still drifted hard against the 
windows, and sometimes, as the blaze of tlie logs had 
gradually sunk, came down the spacious chimney and 
hissed upon the hearth. A cautious footstep might now 
and then be heard in a neighboring apartment, and the 
sound invariably drew the eyes of both Quakers to the 
door which led thither. When a fierce and riotous gust 
of wind had led bis thoughts, by a natui-al association, to 
homeless travelers on such a night, Pearson resumed the 
conversation. 

" I have wellnigh sunk under my own sharo of this 
trial," obsened he, siglu'ng heavily ; *"yct I would that it 
might lie doubled to me, if so the child's mother could 
be spared. Her wounds have been deep and many, but 
this will be the sorest of all." 

" Fear not for Catharine," replied the old Quaker, 
''for I know that valiant woman, and have seen how sho 
can bear the cross. A mother's heart, indeed, is strong 
in her, and may seem to contend mightily with her faith 
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Imt toon the will stand up and give thanks that her son 
has been thus early an accepted sacrifice. Hie boy hath 
done his work, and she will feel that he is taken hence 
in kindness both to him and her. Blessed, blessed are 
they tliat vith so little suffering can enter into peace ! " 

The fitful rush of the wind was now disturbed by a 
portentous sound; it was a quick and heavy knocking 
at the outer door. Pearson's wan countenance grew 
paler, for many a visit of persecution had taught him 
what to dread; the old man, on the other liand, stood 
up eicety and his glance was firm as that of the tried 
soldier wlio awaits his enemy. 

"The men of blood have come to seek me," he ob- 
served, with calmness. ''They have heard how I was 
moved to return from banishment ; and now am I to be 
led to prison, and tliencc to death. It is an end I have 
long looked for. I will open nnto them, lest tliey say, 
•Lo, he feaieth!'" 

" Nay, I will present myself before them," said Pear- 
son, with recovered fortitude. "It may be tlmt tliey 
seek me alone, and know not tliat thou abidcst with 
me." 

"Let ns go boldly, both one and the other," rejoined 
his companion. " It is not fitting tliat thou or I should 
slirink." 

They therefore proceeded througli the entry to the 
door, which they opened, bidding the applicant, " Come 
in, in God's name ! " A furious bbst of wind drove tlie 
storm info their faces, and extinguished the lamp; they 
had barely time to disceni a figure, so white from head 
to foot with the drifted snow, tluit it seemed like Win- 
ter^s self, eome in human shape to seek refuge from its 
\ desolation. 

'Enter, friend, and do thj enand, be it wliai it may," 
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said Pearson. " It must needs be pressing, since thon 
eomest on such a bitter night." 

"Peace bo with thb household," said the stranger, 
when they stood on the floor of the inner apartment. 
Pearson started, the elder Quaker stirred the slum- 
bering embers of the fire, till they sent up a clear and 
lofty blase ; it was a female voice that had spoken ; it 
was a female form that shone out, cold and wintry, in 
that comfortable light. 

"Catharine, blessed woman," exchumcd the old man, 
" art thon come to this darkened hind again P art thou 
come to bear a valiant testimony as in former years? 
The scourge hath not prevailed against thee, and from 
the dungeon hast thou come forth triumphant; but 
strengtlien, strengtiien now thy heart, Catharine, for 
Heaven will prove Uiee yet this once, ere thou go to thy 
reward." 

"Rejoice, friends!" she replied. "Thou who hast 
long been of our people, and thou whom a little child 
hath led to us, rejoice ! Lo ! I come, the messenger of 
ghid tidings, for the day of persecution is overpast. 
The heart of the king, even Charles, liath been moved 
in gentleness towards us, and he hath sent forth his 
letters to stay the liauds of the men of blood. A ship's 
company of our friends hath arrived at yonder town, and 
I also sailed joyfully among them." 

As Catharine spoke, her eyes were roaming about the 
room, in search of him for whose sake security was 
dear to lier. Pearson made a silent appeal to the oU 
man, nor did the ktter shrink from the painful task as- 
signed him. 

" Sister," he began, in a softened yet perfectly calm 
tone, " thou lellest us of His love, manifested in temporal 
good; and now must we speak to thee of that self-iamo 
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loTfl^ displajed ia chastenings. Hitherto, Cfttharinis 
thou hut been as one jouniejing in a darksome and 
difficult path, and leading an iuiout by the hand; fain 
wouldst thott have looked heavenward continually, but 
still the cares of that little child have drawn thuie eyes 
and thy affections to the earth. Sister ! go on rejoicing, 
for his tottering footsteps shall impede thine own no 
more// 

But the unhappy mother was not thus to be consoled ; 
she shook like a leaf, she turned white as the very snow 
that hung drifted into her hair. The firm old man ex- 
tended his hand and held her up, keeping his eye upon 
hers, as if to repress any outbreak of passion. 

"I am awoman, 1 am but a woman; will He try meabove 
my strength ? '* said Catharine very quickly, and almost in 
a whisper. " I have been wounded sore ; I liave suffered 
much; many things in tlic body, many in the niuid; 
crucified in myself, and in them that were dearest to me. 
8urcly," added she, with a long sliuddcr, " He hath 
spared me in thb one thing." Slie broke forth with sud- 
den and irrepressible violence, ''Tell me, man of cold 
heart, what luis God done to mcF Hath he oast me 
down, never to rise again ? Hath he crushed my very 
heart in his hand ? And thou, to whom I committed my 
child, how hast thou fulfilled thy trust P Give me back 
the boy, well, sound, alive, alive ; or earth and Heaven 
shall avenge me ! '* 

The agonised shriek of Catharine was answered by the 
fiunt, tlie very faint voice of a child. 

On this day it had become evident to Pearson, to his 
aged guest, and to Dorothy tliat Ilbrahim's brief and 
troubled pilgrimage drew near its close. The two former 
'WOttU willingly liave remained by him, to make use of the 
pfi^yen and pious disooorses which they deemed appro- 
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priate to the time, and which, if they be impotent as to 
the departing traveller's reception intlie world whitlierit 
goes, may at least sustain him in bidding adieu to earth. 
But though Ilbrahini uttered no comphiint, he was dis- 
turbed by the faces that looked upon him ; so that Doro- 
thy's entreaties, and their own conviction that the child's 
feet might tread heaven's pavement and not soil it, liad 
induced the two Quakers to remove. Ilbrahim then 
closed his eyes and grew calm, and, except for now and 
then a kind and low word to his nurse, might have been 
thought to slumber. As nightfall came on, however, and 
the storm began to rise, something seemed to trouble the 
repose of the boy's miud, and to render liis sense of 
hearing active and acute. If a passing wind lingered to 
shake the casement, he strove to turn his head towards it ; 
if tlie door jarred to and fro upon its hinges, he looked 
long and anxiously thitherward ; if the heavy voice of the 
old man, as he read the Scriptures, rose but a little higher, 
the child almost held his dying breath to listen ; if a snow- 
drift swept by the cottage, with a sound like the trailing 
of a garment, Ilbrahim seemed to watch that some visi* 
taut should enter. 

But, after a little time, he relinquished whatever secret 
hope had agitated him, and, with one low, complaining 
whisper, turned his cheek upon the pillow. He then 
addressed Dorothy with his usual sweetness, and besought 
her to draw near him ; she did so, and Ilbrahim took her 
hand hi both of his, grasping it with a gentle ])ressure, as 
if to assure himself that he retained it. At intervals, and 
without disturbing the repose of his countenance, a very 
fniut trembling passed over him from head to foot, as if 
a mild but somewhat cool wind had breathed upon him, 
mid made him shiver. As the boy thns led her by the 
band, in his qoiet progress over the borders of etemitj. 
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Dorothy almost iomgiiied that shecoold diseeni tbe near, 
though dim deliglitfulness of tlio home ho was about to 
irach; she would not have euticed the little irandercr 
bock, Ihougli she bemoaned herself that she must leave 
him and retuni. But just wlicn llhraliim's feet were 
pressing on tlic soil of Paradise, ho heard a voiec behind 
him, and it rcesiUrd him a few, few paces of the wcarj 
patli which lie liad travelled. As Dorothy looked upon 
bis features, slic perceived that their placid expression 
was again distnrlx^; her own thoughts had been so 
wrapped in him, that all sounds of the storm, and of 
human speech, were lost to her; but when Catharine's 
shriek pierced through the room, the boy strove to raise 
himself. 

" Friend, she is come ! Open unto her ! " cried he. 

In a moment, his mother was kneeling by the bedside ; 
the drew Ilbrahim to her bosom, and he nestled there, 
with no violence of joy, but contentedly, as if he were 
hushing himself to sleep. He looked into her face, and 
veading its agony, said, with feeble earnestness, '' Mourn 
nfotp dearest mother. I am happy now/' And with these 
words, tbe gentle boy was dead. 

♦ • • • • 

The king's mandate to stay the New England perse- 
cutors was effectual in preventing further martyrdoms; 
but tbo edoniAl aiilhoritios, tni»iing in tlm remoteness of 
their situation* and pcriiaps in the supfioscd nistubility of 
the royal government, shortly roncwcd tlicir severities in 
all otiier respects. Catlmrine's fanaticism Imd iKcomo 
wilder by tbe sundering of all human ties; and wlicrcvcr 
a scourge wm lifted, there was she to receive the blow ; 
aad whenever a dungeon was unbarred, thither she camcy 
to east herself upon the floor. But in process of time, a 
Christian spirit — a spirit of forbearance, though 
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not of cordiality or approbation — began to pervade the 
land in regard to the persecuted sect. Aud then, when 
the rigid old Pilgrims eyed her rather in pity than in 
wrath ; when the matrons fed her with the fragments of 
their ehildrou's food, uiid oifci-ed her a lodging uu a iiard 
and lowly bed ; when no little crowd of 8cliooM)oys left 
tiicir sports to east stones after the roving enthusiast, — 
then did Cutliariue return to Pearson's dwelling, and made 
that her home. 

As if Ilbrnliim's sweetness yet lingered round his 
ashes, as if his gentle spirit came down from heaven 
to teach his parent a true religion, her flerce and vin- 
dictive nature was softened by the same griefs which Imd 
once irritated it. When the course of years Imd made 
the features of the unobtrusive mourner familiar in the 
sctllciiicnt, she became a subject of not deep, but general 
interest; a being on whom the otherwise superfluous 
sympathies of all might be bestowed. Every one spoke 
of hor with that degree of pity which it is pleasant to 
experience; every one was roadj to do her the little 
kindnesses, which arc not costly, yet manifest good-will ; 
and when at last she died, a long train of her once bitter 
persecuLors followed her, with decent sadness and tears 
that wero not painful, to her phioe by Ilbrahim's green 
and sunken grave. 




Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



H 





Mb. mOGINBOTHAM'S CATASTROPHE. 

YOUNG fellow, a tohacco-pcdlcr by trade, was 
on Ilia way from Morrislowii, where lie hod 
^_ dealt largely with tlie Deacon of the Shaker 

beukmcnt, to tlio village of Parker's Falls, on Salmon 
River. He Imd a neat little cart, painted green, with a 
box of cigars depicted on each side panel, and an Indian 
chief, holding a pipe and a golden tobacco-stalk, on the 
rear. Tlie pcdlcr drove a smart little marc, and was a 
young nmn of excellent character, keen at a bargain, but 
none the worse liked by the Yankees; who, as I have 
beard them say, would rather be shaved with a sliarp 
raxor than a dull one. Especially was he beloved by the 
pretty girls along the Connect iciit, who«5 fnvor he used 
to court by presents of the best smoking tolwceo in his 
stock ; knowing well that the country lasses of New Eiig- 
laud are generally grent performers on pipes. Moreover, 
•i will bo seen in tlio course of my story, the pedler was 
inquisitive, and something of a tattler, always itching to 
hear the news, and anxious to trll it again. 

After an early breakfast at Morrislown, the tobacco* 
pcdlcr, whose name was Doinlnieus Tike, had travelled 
seven mih» through a soliUry piece of woods, without 
speaking a word to anybody but himself and his little 
giay nan. It bang near^ teren o'clock, he was as 
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eager to hold a morning gossip as a city shopkeeper to 
read the morning paper. An opportunity seemed at 
hand, when, after lighting a cigar with a sunglass, he 
looked up, and perceived a man cominpr over the brow 
of thu liill, at the foot of wiiich tlic pcdlcr had stopped 
his green cart. Domiuicus watcliod him as he descended, 
and noticiMl that he carried a bundle over hb shoulder on 
the end of a stick, and travelled with a weary, yet deter- 
mined pace. He did not look as if he had started iii the 
freshness of the morning, but had footed it all night, and 
meant to do the same all day. 

" Good morning, mister," said Dominieus, when within 
speaking distance. ** Yon go a pretty good jog. Wliat 's 
Uie ktest news at Parker's Falls f " 

The man pulled the hrdad brim of a gray liat over his 
eyes, and answered, rather sullenly, that he did not come 
from Parker's Falls, which, as being the limit of his own 
day's journey, the pedler liad naturally mentioned in hia 
inquiry. 

** Weil, then," rejoined Dominieus Pike, ** let 's have 
the latest news where you did come from. I'm not 
particular about Parker's Fidls. Any pheo will an* 
swcr." 

Being thus importuned, the traveller — who was as ill 
looking a fellow as one would desire to meet, in a solitary 
piece of wcxxls — appeared to hcsitato a little, as if he 
was either searching his memory for neu's, or weighing 
the expediency of telling it. At last mounting on the 
step of the cart, he wliixpered in the ear of Dominieus, 
though he might have shouted aloud and no other mortal 
would luive heard him. 

*' 1 do remember one little trifle of news," said he, 
"Old Mr. Higginbotliam, of Kimballton, was murdered 
in hia orobard» at eight o'clock last nighty by an Iriahmaa 
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and a nigger. They strung liim up to the branch of a 8t 
MichocrB pear-troc, vhere nobody would find him till the 
morning/' 

As soon ns this horrible intelligence was communicated, 
the stranger betook himself to his journey again, with 
more spcc<l than o\'er, not even turning his head when 
Doniinicus invited him to smoke a Sjiani^h eigar and 
Tckte all the pnrtieuhirs. The pcdicr whistled to his 
marc and went up the hill, pondering on the doleful fate 
of Mr. Iligginbotham, wliom he had known in the way 
of trade, having sold him many a bunch of long nines, 
and a great deal of pigtail, lady's twist, and fig tobacco. 
He was rather astonished at the rapidity with which tlie 
news had spread. Kimballtou was nearly sixty miles 
distant in a straight line; tlie murder had been perpe- 
trated only at eight o'clock the preceding night; yet 
Dominictts luid heard of it at seven in the morning, 
when, in all probability, poor Mr. Iligginbotham's own 
family Imd but just discovered his corpse, Imnging 
on tlie St. Michael's pear-tree. The stranger on foot 
must luive worn scvcn-lcague boots, to travel at such a 
rate. 

"in news flics fast, they say," thought Dominicus 
Pike; "but this l)cnts railroads. Tlie fellow ought to 
be hired to go express with the President's Message." 

Tlie difllculty was solved, by supposing that the nar- 
rator liad made a mistake of one day, in tiie date of the 
occunTnoe ; so that our friend did not hesitate to intro- 
duce the story at every tavern and country store along 
the road, expending a whole bunch of Spanish wrappers 
among at least twenty horrified audiences. lie found 
himself invariably the first bearer of the intelligence, and 
was so pestered with quostiop^ that lie could not avoid 
fflliag np tlw otttliae^ till it beoame quite a respectable 
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narrative. He met with one piece of corroborative evi- 
dence. Mr. Higginbotliam was a trader; and a forma 
clerk of his, to whom Dominicus rehitcd the facts, testi- 
fied that the old gentleman was accustomed to return 
home through the orchard, about nightfall, with the 
money and valuable pajwrs of the store in his pocket 
The clerk manifested but little grief at Mr. Higgin- 
botham's catastrophe, hinting, what the pcdler Imd dia- 
covered in liis own dealmgs with him, tliat he was a 
crusty old fellow, as close as a vice. His property would 
descend to a pretty niece who was now keeping school 
inKimballton. 

What with telling the news for the public good, and 
driving bargains for his own, Domuiicus was so much 
dcUyed on the road, that he chose to put up at a tavern, 
about five miles short of Parker's Falls. After supper, 
lighting one of his prime cigars, he seated himself in the 
bar-room, and went througli the story of the murder, 
which had grown so fast that it took him half an hour to 
tell. There were as many as twenty people in the room, 
nineteen of whom received it all for gospel. But the 
twentieth was an elderly farmer, who had arrived on 
horseback a short, time before, and was now seated m a 
comer, smoking his pipe. When the story was oouclud- 
cd, he rose up very deliberately, brought his chair nght 
in front of Dominicus, and stared him full in the face, 
puffing out the vikst tobocco-smoke the pedler had ever 
smelt. , 

" Wdl you make affidavit," demanded he in the tone 
of a country justice Uking an examination, "that oil 
Squire Higgiubotham of Kimballtou was murdered in hit 
orchard the night before hist, and found hanging on hit 
great pear-tree yesterday morning?" 

«< I tell the story as 1 heard it. muter." answered Do- 
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, droppiug his halMmnit cigar ; " I don't say thai 
I saw the thing done. So I can't take my oath that he 
was murdered exactly in that way." 

''But I can take mine," said the farmer, "tlrnt if 
Squire Iligginbotham was murdered night before last, 
I drank a glass of bitters with lib ghost this morning. 
Being a neighbor of mine, he called mo into his store, as 
I was riding by, and treated mc, and tlien asked me to 
do a little business for liim on tlie road. He did n't 
seem to know any more about his own murder than I 
did." 

"Why, then it can't be aUnct! " exclaimed Dominicus 
Pike. 

"I guess he'd have mentioned it^ if it was," said the 
M fanner; and he removed liis chair back to the corner, 
leaving Dominicus quite down in tlie mouth. 

Hero was a sad resurrection of old Mr. Iligginbotham ! 
The pedler had no heart to mingle in the conversation 
any more, but comforted himself with a ghiss of gin-and- 
water, and went to bed, where, all night long, he dreamed 
of hanging on the St. Michael's pear-tree. To avoid the 
old farmer (whom he so detested that his suspension 
would liave pleased him better tluin Mr. Iligginbotlmm's), 
Dommictts rose in tiio gmy of the morning, put the little 
mare into the green cart, and trotted swiftly nway towards 
Parker's Falls. The fresh brecKc, the dewy road, aud tlie 
pleasant summer dawn revived his spirits, and might have 
encouraged him to repeat the old story, had there been 
anybody awake to hear it. But he met neither ox team, 
liglit wagon, cliaise, horseman, nor foot traveller, till, just 
as he crossed Salmon River, a man came trudging down 
to tlw bridge with a bundle over his shoulder, on the end 
if a stick. 

''Good nonmig^ auster,'* said the pedler« reining in 
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his mare. " If yon come from Kimballton or that neigh- 
borhood, may l>e you can tell me the real fact about this 
aflair of old Mr. Iligginbotham. Was the old fellow 
actually murdered two or three nights ago, by an Irish- 
man and a nigs^or P " 

Dominicus had s|K)ken in too great a hurry to observe, 
at first, that the stranger himself had a deep tinge of 
uegro blood. On hearing this sudden question, the 
Ethiopian appeared to change his skin, its yellow hue 
becoming a ghastly white, while, shakuig and stammer- 
ing, he thus replied : — 

" No ! no ! There was no colored man ! It was an 
Irishman that hanged him hist night, at eight o'clock. I 
came awny at seven ! His folks can't have looked for 
him in the orchanl yet." 

Scarcely had the yellow man spoken, when ho inter- 
rupted himself, and though he seemed weary enough 
before, continued his journey at a fKuse which would Imve 
kept the pedier's mare on a smart trot. Dominicus stared 
after him in great perplexity. If the murder had not 
been committed till Tuesday night, who was the prophet 
that liad foretold it, in all its cireumstanoes, on Tuesday 
morning ? If Mr. Iligginbotham's corpse were not yet 
discovered by his own ^mily, how came the mulatto, at 
above thirty miles' distance, to know that he wns hanging 
in the oreliard, esix^cially as he had left Kimballton before 
the unfortunate man was hanged at all P These ambigu- 
ous eircuinstancos, with the stranger's surpriw and terror, 
niaile Dominicus think of raising a hue and cry after him, 
as an aceoniplice in the munler ; since a murder, it seemed, 
had really been perpetrated. 

" But let the poor devil go," thought the pedler. *' I 
don't want his black blood on my head ; and hanging the 
nigger would n't unhang Mr. Higginbotham. Unhang 

TOL. U 4 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



u 






1' 



122 



TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



the old geutleroan! It's a sin, I know; but I shoald 
hate to Lave him come to life a second time, and give me 
tiiclic!" 

With these meditations, Dominicus Pike drove into tlie 
street of Parker's Falls, wliich, as everybody knows, is as 
thriving a village as throe cotton-factories and a slitting- 
mill can make it. The machinery was not in motion, 
and but a few of the shop-doors unbarred, when he 
alighted in tiie stable-yard of the tavern, and made it his 
first business to order the mare four quarts of oats. His 
second duty, of course, was to impart Mr, lligginboth- 
am's catastrophe to tlie ostler. He deemed it advisable, 
however, not to be too positive as to the date of the dire- 
ful (act, and also to be uncertain whether it were perpe- 
tratrd by an Irishman and a mulatto, or by the son of 
Erin alone. Neither did lie profess to relate it on his 
own authority, or that of any one person ; but mentioned 
it as a report gcncraUy diffused. 

The story ran through the town like fire among 
girdled trees, and became so much the universal talk, 
that nobody could tell whence it had originated. Mr. 
Higginbothan was as well known at Parker's Falls 
as any citizen of the phice, being ]mrt owner of the 
slitting-mill, and a considerable stockholder in tlie cot- 
ton-factories. The inliabilants felt their own prosperity 
interested in his fate. Such was the excitement, that 
the Pkrker's Falls Gasette anticipated its regular day 
of publication, and came out witli half a form of blank 
paper and a column of double pica emphasized with 
capitals, and hr^dnl HORRID MURDER OF MR. 
HIGGINBOTHAM ! Among other dreadful details, 
the printed account described the mark of the cord round 
the dead man's neck^ and stated the number of thousand 
dolliii of iHiieh he had been robbed; there was much 
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pathos also about the afilietion of his niece, who had gone 
from one fainting fit to another, ever since her uncle was 
found hanging on tlie St. Michael's pear-tree with his 
pockets inside out. Tiic vilhigc poet likewise commem- 
orated the young lady's grief in seventeen stanzas of a 
balhid. The scleclincn held a meeting, and, in consider- 
ation of Mr. Iligginbotham's claims on the town, deter- 
mined to issue handbills, offering a reward of ^ve hun- 
dred dolbrs for the apprehension of his murderers, and 
Uie recovery of the stolen property. 

Meanwhile, the whole population of Parker's Falls, 
coasistiiig of shopkccpcw, mistresses of boarding-houses, 
factory-girls, niill-men, and school-boys, rushed into the 
street and kept up such a tciTible loquacity, as more 
than compensated for the silence of the cotton-machines, 
which refrained from their usual din, out of respect to the 
deceased. Had Mr. Higfjinbotham cared about posthu- 
mous renown, his untimely ghost would have exulted in 
this tumult. Our friend Dominicus, in his vanity of 
heart, forgot his intended precautions, and mounting on 
the town-pump, aimounccd himself as tlie bearer of the 
authentic intelligence whieh had caused so wonderful a 
sensation. He immediately became the great man of the 
moment, and had just begun a new edition of the narra- 
tive, with a voice like a field preacher, when the mail- 
stage drove into the village street. It had travelled aU 
night, and must have shifted horses at Kimballton at 
three in tlie morning. 

"Now wc shall hear all the particuhirs," shouted the 
crowd. 

The coach rumbled up to the piazza of the tavern, 
followed by a thousand people ; for if any man had been 
mindmg his own business till then, he now left it at sixes 
and sevens, to hear the news. The pedler, foremost in 
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the nee, discovered two passengers, both of whom had 
been startkd from a comfortable nnp to find themselves 
in tlte centre of a mob. Every man assailing them with 
separate questions, all propounded at once, the couple 
were struck spcccliicss, though one was a lawyer and the 
other a young lady. 

"Mr. Iligginlxitliam ! Mr. IIigginlx>thani ! Tell us 
the particulars about old Mr. Iligginbotham ! '' bawled 
the mob. "AVIiat is the coroner's verdict P Are tho 
murderers apprehended P Is Mr. Iligginbotliam's niece 
come out of licr fainting fits ? Mr. Iliggiubotham ! Mr. 
Higginbotham ! ! " 

The coachman said not a word, except to swear awfully 
at the ostler for not bringing him a fresh team of horses. 
The lawyer inside had generally his wits about him, even 
when asleep; tlie first thing lie did, after Icaniing the 
cause of tho excitement, was to produce a large red 
pocket-book. ^leantime, Domtnieus Pike, being an ex- 
tremely polite young man, and also suspecting that a 
female ffmgiic M'ould tell the story as glibly as a lawyer's, 
luid liandrd the jiuly out of tlin coiieli. 8lir wiis a flue, 
•mart (cirl, now wide awake and bright as a button, and 
had such a sweet pretty mouth, that Dominieus would 
almost as lief have heard a love-tale froui it as a tale of 
munlcr. 

*' Gentleman and ladies," said the lawyer, to tho shop- 
keepers, the mill-men, and tho factory-girls, '* I can assure 
yott that somo unaccountable mistake, or, more probably, 
a wilful falsehood, maliciously contrived to injure ^Ir. 
Htgginbolham's credit, has excited this singular uproar. 
We passed through Kimballton at thrce o'clock this 
nonung, and most certainly should have been informed 
of the murder had any been perpetrated. Bat I have 
proof nearfy as strong as Mr. Higginbotham's own oral 
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testimony in the negative. Here is a note, relating to a 
soit of his in the Connecticut courts, which was delivered 
me from that gentleman himself. I find it dated at ten 
o'clock last evening." 

S:» saying, the lawyer exhibited the date and signature 
of the note, which irrcfragably proved, either that tliis 
perverse Mr. Higginbotham was alive when ho wrote it, 
or — as some deemed the more probable case of two 
doubtful ones — that he was so al)9orbcd in worldly 
business as to continue to transact it, even after his death. 
But unexpected evidence was forthcoming. Tlie young 
kdy, after listening to the pcdlcr's explanation, merely 
seized a moment to smooth her gown and put her curls 
in order, and then appeared at the tavcrn^oor, making 
a modest signal to bo heard. 

"Good people," said she, "I am Mr. Iligginbotham's 
niece." 

A wondering munnur passed through tho crowd, on 
beholding her so rosy and bright; that same unhappy 
niece, whom thoy had sup|Ki»cd, on the authority of tho 
Parker's Vails Ojixriio, to Ik) lying at dcalirs door in 
a fniuting fit. But some shrewd foHows had doubted, 
all along, wliolher a young lady would bo quite so dcs- 
pei-utc at the hanging of a rich old uncle. . 

**Y(m SCO," coiilinucd 3iliss Higginbotham, with o 
smile, "that this strange story is quite unfounded, as to 
myself; and I 1)clievc I may affirm it to be equally so, 
in regard to my dear uncle Iliggiubotham. He luis tho 
kindness to give me a home in his house, thougli I con- 
tribute to my own support by tcaehiug a school. I left 
Kimballton this morning to spend the vacation of com- 
mencement week with a friend, about five miles from 
Parker's Falls. My generous uncle, when he heard mo 
on tho stairs, called mo to his bedside, and gave mo two 
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dolkrs and fiftj cents, to pay mj stage fare, and another 
dollar for my extra expenses. He then laid his pocket- 
book under his pillow, shook hands with me, and advised 
me to take some biscuit in my l)ag, instead of brrakfast- 
ing on the road. I feel confident, therefore, tliat I left 
my bclorcd rclatiTC alive, and tnist tliat I shall find him 
80 on my return." 

The young lady conrtesied at the close of her speeeh, 
▼liich was so sensible and well worded, and delivered 
with such grace and propriety, tliat everybody thought 
her fit to be preceptress of the best academy in the 
State. But a stranger would have supposed that Mr. 
Higginbotham was an object of abhorrcnee at Parker's 
Falls, and that a thanksgiving had lieen proelaimcd for 
bis murder, so excessive was the wrath of tlie inhabitants, 
on learning their mistake. The mill-men resolved to be- 
stow public licmors on Dominicus Pike, only hesitating 
whether to tar anil feather him, ride him on a mil, or re- 
fresh him with an ablution at the town-pump, on the top 
of which ho had dechired himself tlie l>carrr of the ueMs. 
Tlic selectmen, by adviee of the lawyer, spoke of prose- 
cuting liim for a misdemeanor, in eireulaling unfounded 
reports, to tlio great disturbance of the peace of the 
Commonwealth. Nothing saved Dominicus, either from 
mob law or a court of justice, but an eUK|ucnt appeal 
niado by tlw young lady in his behalf. Addressing a few 
words of licartfelt gratitude to his benefactress, he 
mounted the green cart and rode out of town, under a 
dischargo of artillery from the school-boys, who found 
plenty of ammunition in the neighboring clay-pits nud 
mud-hoks. As he turned his head, to exchange a fare- 
well glauco with Mr. Iligglnbotluun's niece, a ball, of the 
oonsistcuee of hasty-pu&ing, hit him slap in the month, 
gmag him a mort grim aspect His whole person was 
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so bespattered with the like filthy missiles, that he had 
almost a mind to ride baek, and supplicate for the threat- 
ened ablution at the town pump ; for, though not meant 
in kindness, it would now have lieen a deed uf eharity. 

However, the sun shone bright on poor Doniiuieus, 
and the mud, an cinblcni of all stains of undeserved oppro- 
brium, w;is easily brushed oiT when dry. Being a fuuny 
rogue, his heart soon cheered up ; nor could he refrain 
from a lienrty Liugli at the uproar which his story had 
excited. The handbills of the selectmen would cause the 
commitment of all the vagabonds in the State ; the para- 
graph in the Parker's Falls Gazette would be reprinted 
from l^£aine to Florida, and pcrlui|)s form an item in tho 
London newspapers ; and many a miser would tremble 
for his money-bugs and life, on learning the catastrophe 
of Mr. Higginbotham. The [ledler meditated with much 
fervor on tho eliarms of the young schoolmistress, and 
swore that Daniel Webster never spoke nor looked so 
like an angel as Miss Higginbotham, while defending him 
from tho wrathful ppulaoe at Parkci-'s Falls. 

Dominicus was now on tho Kimballton turnpike, hav. 
ing all along determined to visit that phioe, thougli busi- 
ness had drawn him out of the most direct road from 
Morristown. As lie approached the scene of the supposed 
murfler, ho continued to revolve the circumstances in his 
mind, and was astonished at tlie aspect which tlie whole 
cose assumed. Had nothing occurred to corroborato 
the story of the first traveller, it might now have been 
considered as a hoax ; but tho yellow man was evidently 
acquainted cither with the report or the fact; and there 
was a mystery in his dismayed and guilty look on being 
abruptly questioned. When, to this singular oombiuatioa 
of incidents, it was added that the rumor tallied exactly 
with Mr. Higginbotham*8oharacter and habits of life ; and 
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{bat he had an orchard, and a St. Michad's pear-tree, 
near vhich lie always posecd at nightfall ; the circumstan* 
tial evidence appeared so strong that Dominicus doubted 
whether tlic autograph produecd hy tlie hinycr, or even 
the niccc*a direct test iiiiou v, ougiit to l)e equivalent. Mak* 
ing cautious inquiries aloug the HKid, the |)edlcr further 
learned that Mr. Iliggiubothaiu had in his service an 
Irtshiuan of doubtful character, whoui he had hired witli* 
oat a recommendation, on tlie score of economy. 

''May I be hanged myself," exchiimed Dominicus 
Pike aloud, on rraehiug the top of a lonely hill, '* if 
I ^1 believe okl liiggiubotliam is unhanged, till I sec him 
with my own cyc2», and hear it from his own mouth I 
And as he 's a real shaver, I '11 have the minister or some 
otlier responsible man, for an indorser." 

It was growing dusk when he reached the toU-houso 
on Kimballton turnpike, about a quarter of a mile from 
the vilhigo of this name. His little nuiro was fubt bring- 
ing him up with a man on horseback, who trotted through 
the gate a few rods in advance of him, nodded to the toll- 
gatliercr, and kept on towards the village. Dominicus 
was aequaiuted with tlie tollman, and while making 
diange, the usual remarks on the weather passed between 
them. 

** I suppose," said the pedler, throwing back his whip* 
hah, to bring it down like a featlier on tlie mare's flank, 
^you have not seen anything of old Mr. Iliggiubotham 
within a day or two y" 

** Yes," aiMwered tlio toll-gat lierer. " lie iMissed the 
gate just before you drove up, mid yonder he rides now, 
if yoM can see him through the dusk. He's been to 
Woodfield this ailcmoon, attending a slieniTs sale there. 
The oU man gcucndly shakes Imuds and has a little chat 
with OM ; but to-night he nodded, — aa if to say, ' Charge 
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my toll,' — and jogged on; for wherever he goes, he 
must always be at home by eight o'dook.'* 

" So they tell me," said Dominicus. 

*' I never saw a man look so yellow and tliin as the 
squire does," continued the toll-gatherer. '' Says I to 
myself, to-night. He's more like a gliost or an oki 
mummy tlian good flesh and blood." 

The pedler strained his eyes through the twiliglit, and 
could just discern tlie horseman now far ahead on the vil- 
lage road. He seemed to recognixe the rear of Mr. Hig* 
ginbotham ; but through the evciung slmdows, and amid 
the dust from the horse's feet, the figure appeared dim 
and unsubstantial ; as if the shape of the mysterious old 
man were faintly moulded of darkness and gray light 
Dominicus shivered. 

''Mr. Higginbotluim luu come back from tlie other 
world, by way of the Kimballton turnpike," thought 
he. 

He shook the reins and rode forward, keeping about 
tlie same distance in the rear of the gray old sliadow, 
till the latter was concealed by a bend of the road. On 
reaching this point, the pedler no longer saw the roan 
on horseback, but found himself at the head of the vil- 
hige street, not far from a number of stores and two 
taverns, clustered round the meeting-house steeple. On 
his left were a stone wall and a gate, the boundary of a 
wood-lot, beyond which Uy an orehard, farther still a 
mowing field, and last of all a house. Tliese were the 
premises of Mr. Higginbotham, whose dwelling stood 
beside the old hif^hway, but had been left in tlie back* 
ground by the Kimballton turnpike. Dominicus knew 
the place ; and the little mare stopped short by instinct; 
for he was not conscious of tiglitening the reins. 

"For the soul of me, I cannot get by this gate! ** said 
6» I 
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he, trembling. *'I ne^er slitll be mj own man again, 
till I see whether Mr. Higginbotham is hanging on tlie 
8t Michael's pear-tree ! " 

He leaped from the cart^ gave the rein a turn ronnd 
the gate-post, and ran along the green path of the wood- 
lot, as if Old Nick were chasing behind. Just then the 
Tillage clock tolled eiglit, and as each deep stroke fell, 
Dominieus gave a fresh bound and flew faster than be- 
fore, till, dim in the solitary centre of the orcluird, he 
saw tlie fated pear-tree. One great branch stretched 
from the old contorted trunk across the path, and threw 
the darkest shadow on tlmt one spot But something 
seemed to struggle beneath tlie branch ! 

Tiie pedler iiad never pretended to more courage than 
befits a man of peaceable occupation, nor could he ac- 
eonnt for his valor on this awful emergency. Certain 
it is, however, tliat he mslied forward, prostrated a 
atnrdy Irishman with the bot-end of his whip, and found 
— not indeed hanging on tlio St. Michael's pear-tree, 
bat trembling beneath it, with a halter round his neck — 
the old, identical Mr. Higginbothamt 

'*Mr. Higginbotham," said Dominieus, tremulously, 
** yon 're an honest man, and I '11 take your word for 
it Have you been hanged, or not?" 

If the riddle bo not already guessed, a few words will 
explain the simple maefainery by which this "coming 
event " was made to "cast its shadow before." Three 
men had plotted the robbery and murder of Mr. Higgin- 
botham ; two of tliem, snocessively, lost courage and fled, 
each delaying tlie crime one niglit, by their disappear- 
anoe; the third was in tlie act of perpetration, when a 
ehampbn, blindly obeying the call of fate, like tlie heroes 
of old romaiieo, appeared in the person of Dominieus 
POm. 
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It only remains to say, that Mr. Higginbotham took 
the pedler into high favor, sanctioned his addresses to 
tlie pretty schoolmistress, and settled his whole property 
on their children, ullowiiig thcuisclves tlie interest In 
due time, the old gcutlenian cup^ied the climax of his 
favors by dying a Ciiristian death, in bed, since which 
melancholy event Dominieus Pike has removed from 
Kimballton, and established a laige tobacco manuiactoiy 
in my native vilhige. 
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liTTTLB ANNIB*S BAMBLB. 

ING-DONG ! Ding-doiig ! Ding-dong ! 

The town crier has rung his bcll» at a distant 
comer, and little Annie stands on her father's 
duorsieps, trying to hear what the man with the loud 
voice is talking about. Let nie listen too. 0, he is 
telling the people that an elephant, and a lion, and a 
royal tiger, and a horse with horns, and otlicr strange 
beists from foreign countries, have come to town, and 
will receive all visitors who choose to wait upon thein ! 
Perliaps little Annie would like to go. Yes; and I can 
see tlwt the prcHj child is weary of this wide and pleas- 
ant stnHst, with the green trees flinging their shmle across 
tlie quiet sunshine, and the pavements an<l the sidewalks 
all as elean as if the liousemaid Imd just swept them with 
her broom. 8hc feels that impulse to go strolling away 
— tlwt longing after the mystery of the great world — 
which many children feel, and which I fell in my child- 
hood. Little Annie shall take a ramble with me. See ! 
I do but hold out my liond, and, like some bright bird 
in the sunny air, with her blue silk frock fluttering up- 
wards from her white pantalets, she comes bounding on 
tiptoe across tlie street 

Smooth back your brown ouris, Annie; and let me 
tie on jow bonnet, and we will set forth! What a 
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strange couple to go on their rambles together! One 
walks in black attire, with a measured step, and a heavj 
brow, and his thoughtful eyes bent down, while the gay 
little girl trips lightly along, as if she were forced to 
keep hold of my linnd, lest her feet should dance away 
from the earth. Yet tliere is sympathy between us. If 
I pride myself on anything, it is because I have a smile 
that children love; and, on the other liand, there are 
few grown kdies that could entice me from the side of 
little Anuic; for I delight to let my mind go luuid in 
liand with the mind of a sinless child. So, come, Annie; 
but if I moralixe as wc go, do not listen to me; only 
look al)out you, and bo merry I 

Now we turn the comer. Here are hacks with two 
horses, and stage-coaches with four, thundering to meet 
each other, and trucks and carts moving at a slower 
pace, being heavily laden with ban-els from the wluirves, 
and here are rattling gigs, which perhaps will be 
smashed to pieces before our eyes. Hithcrward, also, 
comes a man trundling a whccllxarrow along the pave- 
ment. Is not little Annie afraid of such a tumult? 
No; she docs not even shrink closer to my side, but 
passes on with fenriess confidence, a happy child amidst 
a great throng of grown people, who pay the same rev- 
erence to her infancy that tlicy %vould to extreme old 
age. Nobody jostlos Iter ; all turn aside to make way 
for little Annie ; and, what is most singular, she appears 
conscious of her claim to such res))ect. Now her eyes 
brighten with pleasure! A street-musician has seated 
himself on the steps of yonder church, and pours forth 
his strains to the busy town, a melody that has gone 
nstray among the tramp of footsteps, the buu of voices, 
and the war of passing wheels. Who heccb the poor 
organ-grinder P None but myself and little Annie, whose 
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feet begin to more in nnison with the lirelj tone, as 
if she were loath that mutio should be wasted without a 
dance. But wliere would Annie find a partner? Some 
have the gout in their toes, or the rheumatism in tlieir 
joints ; some are stiflT with ago ; some feeble with dis* 
ease; some are so lean tliat tbeir bones would rattle, 
and others of such ponderous size that their agility 
would crack the flagstones ; but many, many lutve leaden 
feet, because tlieir hearts are far heavier thun lead. 
It is a sad thought tluit I have chanced u|)oil What a 
company of dancers should we be ! For I, too, am a 
gentleman of sober footsteps, and therefore, little Annie, 
kt us walk sedately on. 

It b a question with me, whether this giddy child, 
or my sage self, have most pleasure in looking at the 
shop-windows. We love the silks of sunny hue, tlmt 
gh>w within the darkened premises of the spruce dry- 
goods' men ; we arc pleasantly dazzled by the buniished 
silver, and tlie diasod gold, the rings of wedlock and 
tlie costly lovo-omaments, glistening at the window of 
the jeweller; but Annie, more than I, socks for a 
glimpse of her passing figure in the dusty looking- 
gUsses at the liardware stores. All tliat i^ bright and 
gay attracts ns both. 

Here is a shop to which tlie recollections of my boy- 
hood, as well as present partialities, give a |)eculiar 
niagie. Uow delightful to let tlie fancy revel on the 
dainties of a confectioner ; those pies, with such white 
and flaky paste, their contents being a mystery, whether 
rich mince, with whole plums intermixed, or piquant 
apple, delicately rose-flavored ; those cakes, heart-shaped 
or round, piled in a lofty pyramid; tliose sweet lillle 
etreletSy sweetly named kisses; those dark, majestic 
fit to bo bridal-loaves at the wedding of an 
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heiress, roountams in size, their summits deeply snow- 
covered with sugar! Then the mighty treasures of 
sugar-plums, white and crimson aud yellow, in large 
gloss vases; and candy of all varieties; aud those little 
cockk», or whatever they are called, much prized by 
children for their sweetness, and more for the mottoes 
which they enclose, by love-sick maids and bachelors I 
O, my mouth waters, little Annie, and so doth yours ; 
but we will not be tempted, except to an imaginary 
feast; so let us hasten onward, devouring the vision of 
a plum-cake. 

llere aiu pleasures, as some people would say, of a 
more exalted kind, in the window of a bookseller. Is 
Annie a literary lady? Yes; she is deeply read in 
Peter Parley's tomes, and has an increasing love for 
fairy-tales, tliougli seldom met with nowadays, and she 
will subscribe, next year, to the Juvenile Miscellany, 
But, truth to tell, she is apt to tuni away from the 
printed page, and keep gazing at the pretty pictures, 
such as tlic gay-colored ones which make this shop* 
window the continual loitcring-placc of cliildren. What 
would Annie think, if, in the book which I mean to send 
her, oil New Year's day, she should Gud her sweet lit- 
tle self, bound up in silk or morocco with gilt edges, 
there to remain till she become a woman grown with 
children of her own to read about thoir mother's child- 
hood ! That would be very queer. 

Little Annie is weary of pictures, and pulls me onward 
by the liaud, till suddenly we pause at tlie most wondrous 
shop in all the town. O, my stars ! Is this a toy-shop, 
or is it fairy-land P For here are gilded cluuriots, in 
which the king and queen of the fairies miglit ride side 
by side, while tlieir courtiers, on these small horses, 
should gallop in triumphal procession before aud behind 
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the lojal pair. Here, too, are dishes of chioA-waie, flt 
to he the dining set of those same princely personages, 
when they make a regal banquet in the stateliest hall 
of their |iahiee, full Ov& feet high, and boboid their 
nobles feasting adown the long perspective of the table, 
fietwixt the king and queen sliould sit uiy little Annie, 
the prettiest fairy of them all. Here stands a tiirbaned 
Turk, threatening us with his sabro, like an ugly hea- 
then as he is. And next a Chinese mandarin, who nods 
his head at Annie and myself. Uere we may review a 
whole army «f horse and foot, in red and blue uniforms, 
with drums, Cfes, trumpets, and all kinds of uoisiclcss 
nrasio; they hare halted on the shelf of this window, 
after their weary march from Liliput. But what cares 
Annie for soldiers? No conquering queen b she, nei- 
ther a Semiramis nor a Catliariiie , her whole heart is 
set upon that doll, who gazes at us with such a fash- 
ionable stare. This is tlie little girl's true plaything. 
Though made of wood, a doll is a visionary and ethereal 
personage, endowed hj childish fancy with a peculiar 
life; tlie mimio lady is a heroine of romance, nu actor 
aud a sufferer in a tliousand shadowy scenes, the chief 
hihaliilant of that wild world with which children ape 
tlio real one. Little Annie docs not understand what 
I am saying, but looks wishfully at the proud lady iu 
the window. We will invite her home with us as we 
retum. Meantime, good by. Dame Doll I A toy your- 
self, yon look forth from your wiudow upon many 
ladies that are also toys, though they, walk and s|>eak, 
and upon a crowd in pursuit of toys, thougii they wear 
grave Tisages. O, with your never-cloying eyes, had you 
but an intelleet to moralise on all that flits before them, 
what a wise doll would you be 1 Come, little Annie, we 
ahali find toys enough, go where we may. 
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Now we elbow our way among the throng again. It 
is curious, in the most crowded part of a town, to meet 
with living creatures that had their birthpkce in some 
far solitude, but liave acquired a second nature in the 
wilderness of men. Look up, Annie, at that canary-bird, 
hanging out of the window in his cage. Poor little fel- 
low ! His golden fcatiiers arc all tarnished in this smoky 
sunshine; ho would Imvc glistened twice as brightly 
among the summer islands ; but still he has become a 
citir^u in all his tastes and habits, and would not sing 
half so well without the uprojir that drowns his music. 
What a pity that he does not know how miserable he is I 
There is a parrot, too, calling out, " Pretty Poll ! Pretty 
Poll ! " as we pass by. Foolish bird, to be talking about 
her prottinoss to strangers, especially as she is not a 
pretty Poll, though gaudily dressed in green and yellow. 
If she had said, "Pretty Annie," there would have been 
some sense in it. See that gray squirrel at the door 
of the fruit-shop, whirling ronnd and round so merrily 
within his wire wheel I Being coudemno.1 to the trcad- 
niill, he makes it nn ainusenicnt. Adniimhlc philosophy I 

Here comes a big. rough clog, a country man's dog in 
search of his master; smelling ot cvcryhotlv's heels, and 
touching little Aimic's hand with his cold liose, but hur- 
rying away, thougli she would fain have patted him. 
Success to your scorch, Fidelity ! And there sits a great 
yellow cat upon a window-sill, a very corpulent and 
comfortable eat. gazing at this transitory worid, with 
owl's eyes, and making pithy comments, doubtless, or 
what appear such, to the silly b-ast. sage puss, 
make room for me beside you, and we will be a pair of 
philosophers ! 

Here we see something to remind us of the town crier, 
and his duig-dong bell ! Look I look at that gieat doth 
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•piead out in the air, pictured all over with wild beasts, 
as if ihej had met together to choose a king, according 
to tlicir custom in the days of iSsop. But they are 
choosing ncitlicr a king nor a president ; else we should 
hcor a most horrible siuirling! Tlicy have come from 
the deep woods, and tlie wild mountains, and the desert 
sands, and the pohir snows, only to do homage to my 
little Annie. As we cuter among them, the great clc- 
pliant makes us a bow, in the best style of elephantine 
courtesy, bending lowly down his mountain bulk, with 
tnuik aliased, and leg tlirust out behind. Auuie returns 
the salute, much to the gratification of the elephant, who 
is certainly the best-brcd monster in the caravan. The 
lion and the lioness arc busy with two beef-bones. The 
. royal tiger, the beautiful, the untamable, keeps pacing 
his narrow cage with a Iwughty step, unmindful of the 
spectators, or recalling the fierce deeds of his fonner life, 
when he was wont to leap forth upon such inferior 
animals, from the jungles of Bengal. 

Hero we see the very same wolf,— do not go near 
him, Annie! — the self-same wolf that devoured little 
Bed Riding Rood and her grnndmothcr. In the next 
cage, a hyena from T4^pU who has doubtless howled 
around tlie pyramids, and a black bear from our own 
forests aro fellow-prisonors, and most cxccllrut friends. 
Are there any two living creatures who have so few 
sympathies that they cannot possibly bo friends y Here 
sits a great white bear, whom common ol)servcrs would 
call a very stupid beast, tlwugh I perceive him to be 
only absorbed in contemplation ; he is thinktug of his 
voyages on an ice))erg, and of his comfortable home in 
the vicinity of the north pole, and of the little cubs whom 
he left rolling in the eteraal snows. In fact, he is a bear 
of leniiment But, 0, those unsentimental monkeys I 
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the ugly, griiuiiug, aping, chattering, ili-uatured, mis- 
chievous, and queer little brutes. Aunie does uot love 
the monkeys. Their ugliness shocks her pure, instinc- 
tive delicacy of taste, and makes her mhid unquiet, be- 
cause it bears a wild and dark rcsemblanee to humanity. 
But here is a little pony, just big euougli for Annie to 
ridti, and round and round he gallops in a circle, keeping 
time with his trampling hoofs to a baud of music. And 
here, — with a laced coat and a cocked hat, and a riding- 
whip in his hand, — here comes a little gentleman, small 
enough to be king of the fairies, and ugly enough to be 
king of the gnomes, and takes a flying leap into the 
saddle. Merrily, merrily plays the music, and merrily 
gallops the pony, and merrily rides the little old gentle- 
man. Come, Annie, into the street agaiu ; perchauoe we 
may see monkeys on horseback there I 

Mercy on us, what a noisy world we quiet people live 
in! Did Annie ever read the Cries of Loudon CityP 
With what lusty lungs doth yonder man procbim that 
his wheelliarrow is full of lobsters ! Ilcre comes another 
mounted on a cart, and blowing a hoarse and dosadful 
blast from a tin horn, as much as to say, " Fresh fish ! " 
And hark ! a voice on high, like that of a nmezzin from 
the summit of a mo.squo, announcing that some chimuoy- 
swcopor has emerged from smoke and soot, and darksome 
caverns, into the upper air. What cuitss the worid for 
that F But, wclladay, we hear a shrill voice of aiUictiou, 
the scream of a little child, rising louder with every 
repetition of that smart, sharp, slapping sound, produced 
by an open hand on tender flesh. Aunie sympathizes, 
though without experience of such direful woe. Lo! 
the town crier agaiu, with some new secret for the public 
ear. Will he tell us of an auction, or of a lost pocket- 
book, or a show of beautiful wax figures, or of some 
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nioiisitrous beast mono horrible than any in tlie caravan? 
I guess the latter. 8ee how he uplifts the bell in his 
riglit hand, and sliakcs it slowly at first, then with a 
hurried motion, till the cbpper sccuis to strike l)oth sides 
at once, and tlic sounds are scattered forth in quick sue* 
cession, far and near. 
Ding-dong ! Ding-dong ! Ding-dong ! 
Now he raises his clear, loud voice, above all the din 
of the town ; it drowns the busziug talk of innuj tongues, 
and draws each man's mind from his own business ; it 
rolls up and down tlte eelioing street and ascends to the 
hushed chamber of tiie sick, and penetrates downward to 
the cellar kitchen, wlicre the hot cook turns from the 
fire to listen. Who, of all tliat address the public car, 
whether in cliurdi, or court-house, or hall of state, has 
such an aUeuiivo audience as the town crier P What 
•aiih tlic |ic(iplo*s orator P 

*' Stniycd from her homo, a little girl, of five years 
okl, in a blue silk frock and white pantalets, with brown 
ending Imir and hasel eyes. Whoever will bring her 
back to her afilictcd mother — " 

Stoji, stop, town crier I . The lost is found. O, my 
pretty Annie, we forgot to tell your motlier of our 
ramble, and she is in despair, and has sent the town 
crier to bellow up and down tlie streets, affrighting old 
and young, for the loss of a little giri who has not once 
let go my hand ! Well, let us hasten homeward ; and 
as we go, foiget not to thank Heaven, my Annie, that, 
after wandering a little way into the world, you may 
return at tlie first summons* with an untainted and un- 
wearied heart, and be a happy child again. But I have 
gone too tut astray for tlie town crier to call me back. 

8weet has been the charm of childhood on my spirit^ 
throughout mj mnUe with little Aiiniel Say not that 
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it has been a waste of precious moments, an idle matter, 
a babble of childish talk, and a revery of childish imagi* 
nations, about topics unworiliy of a grown man's notice. 
Has it been merely this ? Not so ; not so. They are 
not truly wise who would affirm it. As the pure breath 
of children revives the life of aged men, so is onr moral 
nature revived by their free and simple thoughts, their 
native feeling, their airy mirth, for little cause or none,' 
their grief, soon roused and soon allayed. Their influ* 
ence on us is at least reciprocal with ours on them. 
When our infancy is almost forgotten, and our boyhood 
long departed, tliough it seems but as yesterday ; when 
life settles darkly down upon us, and we doubt whether 
to call ourselves young any more, ^tcn it is good to steal 
away from tlie society of bearded men, and even of 
gentler woman, and spend an hour or two with children. 
After drinking from those fountains of still fresh exist* 
ence, we shall return into the crowd, as I do now, to 
struggle onward and do onr part in life, periiaps as fer- 
vently as ever, but, for a time, with a kinder and purer 
heart, and a spirit more lightly wise. All this by thy 
iweet magic, dear little Annie I 
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WAKEFIELD. 

r«>;iN some old magazine or newspaper, I recollect 
j : !k| a 8torr» told as truili, of a man — let us call 
LiJ lilm Wakefield — who absented himself for a 
long time from his wife. The fact thus abstrnctrdly 
stated is not very uncommon, nor — without a proper 
distinction of circumstances — to be condemned cither as 
naughtj or nonsensical. Howbcit, this, though far from 
the most aggravated, is pcrliaps the strangest instance 
on record of marital delinquency; and, moreover, as 
remarkable a freak as may lie found in the whole list of 
human oddities. Tlio wedded couple lived in IiOU<lon. 
The man, under pretence of going a journey, took lodg- 
ings in tlio next street to his own house, and there, un- 
h<^rd of by his wife or friends, and without the shadow 
of a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of 
twenty years. During that period, lie beheld his home 
every day, and frequently the forlorn Mrs. Wakefield. 
And after so great a gap in his matrimonial felicity — 
when hb death was reckoned certain, his estate settled, 
Jus name dismissed from memory, and his wife, long, long 
ago resigned to her autumnal widowhood — he entered 
the door one evening, quietly, as from a day's absence, 
and beeame a loving spouse till death. 
This outline is all that I remember. But the inoi- 
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dent, though of the purest originality, unexampled, and 
probably never to be repeated, is one, I think, which 
appeals to the generous sympathies of mankind. We 
know, each for himself, that none of us would perpetrate 
such a folly, yet fed as if some other might. To my 
own conlxiniplations, at least, it has often recurred, al- 
ways exciting wonder, but with a sense tlut the story 
must be true, and a conception of its hero's character. 
Whenever any subject so forcibly affects the mind, time 
is well spent in thinking of it If the reader choose, let 
him do his own meditation ; or if he prefer to ramble 
with me througli the twenty years of Wakefield's vagaiy, 
I bid him welcome ; tnisting that there will bo a per- 
vading spirit and a moral, even should wo fail to find 
them, done up neatly, and condensed into the final sen- 
tence. Thought has always its efficacy, and every strik- 
ing incident its moral. 

What sort of a man was Wakefield P We are free to 
sliape out our own idea, and call it by his name. He 
was now in the meridian of life ; his matrimonial affcc- 
tions, never violent, were sobered into a calm, lutbitual 
sentiment ; of all husbands, he was likely to be the most 
constant, because a certain sluggishness would keep his 
heart at rest, wherever it nu'ght bo phiccd. Ho was in- 
tellectual, but not actively so; his mind occupied itself 
in long and lazy musings, tliat tended to no purpose, or 
had not vigor to attain it; his thoughts were seldom ao 
energetic as to seize hold of words. Iinagiimtion, in the 
proper m«ining of the term, nude no part of Wakefield's 
gifts. With a cold but not depraved nor ^vandering 
heart, and a mind never feverish with riotous thouglits, 
nor perplexed with originality, who oouU have antici- 
pated tliat our friend would entitle himself to a foremost 
place among the doers of ecoentrio deeds? Had hie 
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acquaintanoet been asked, who was the iifan in London, 
the surest to perform nothhig to-day which should be 
remembered on the morrow, they would have thought of 
Wakefield. Ouly tlie wife of his bosom might have hes- 
itated. 8he, without luiviiig analyzed his character, was 
partly aware of a quiet selfishness, tliat had rusted into 
his inactive mind, — of a peculiar sort of vanity, the most 
uneasy attribute about hun, —of a disposition to craft, 
which had seldom produced more positive effects than 
the keeping of petty secrets, liardly worth revealing, — 
and, Usily, of what she called a little strangeness, some- 
tiroes, in tlie good man. This latter quality is mdefina^ 
ble, and pcrliaps non-existent. 

Let us now imnginc Wakefield bidding adieu to his 
wife. It is the dusk of an Octol)cr evening. His equip- 
ment is a drab great-coat, a hat covered with an oil-cloth, 
top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small portman- 
teau in Uio other, lie lias infoniicd Mra. Wakefield that 
he is to take tlio night coach into the country. Slis 
would fain inquire the length of his journey, its object, 
and the probable time of his return; but, indulgent to 
his harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a 
looL He telb her not to expect him positively by the 
return coach, nor to be ahirmed should he tarry three or 
four days; but, stall events, to look for him at supper 
on Friday evening. Wakefield himself, be it considered, 
has no suspicion of wluit is before him. He holds out 
his hand; she gives her own, and meets his parting kiss, 
in the matter-of-course way of a ten years' matrimony ; 
and forth goes tlie middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almost 
resolved to perplex his good hidy by a whole week's ab- 
sence. After the door lias dosed behind him, she per- 
ceives it thrust partly open, and a vision of her husband's 
iaoe^ thiough the aperture, smiling on her, and gone in a 
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moment For the time, this little inddeat is dismissed 
without a thought. But, long afterwards, when she has 
been more years a widow tlian a wife, that smile recurs, 
and flickers across all her reminiscences of Wakefield's 
visage. In her many musings, she surrounds the original 
smile with a multitude of fantasies, which make it strange 
and awful ; as, for instance, if she imagines him m a coffin, 
that parting look is frozen on his pale features ; or, if she 
dreams of him in heaven, still his blessed spirit wears a 
quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, when all others 
have given him up for dead, she sometimes doubts 
whether she is a widow. 

But our business is with the husband. We must 
hurry after him, along the street, ere he lose his indi- 
viduality, and melt into the great mass of London life. 
It would be vain scarehing for him there. Let us follow 
close at his heels, therefore, until, after several superflu- 
ous turns and doublings, we find him comfortably estab* 
lished by the fireside of a small apartment, previously 
bespoken. He b in the next street to his own, and at 
his journey's end. He can scarcely trust his good fortune 
in having got thither unpcrcdved, — recollecting that, at 
one time, he was ddayed by the throng, in the very focus 
of a lighted Unteni ; and, again, there were footsteps, 
tliat seemed to tread behind his own, distinct from the 
multitudinous tramp around him ; and, anon, he heard a 
voice shouting afar, and fancied that it called his name. 
Doubtless, a dozen busybodies had been watching him, 
and told his wife the whole afloir. Poor Wakefield! 
Little knowest thou thine own insignificance in this 
great world! No mortal eye but mine has traced thee. 
Go quietly to thy bed, foolish man; and, on the morrow, 
if thou wilt be wise, g^ tliee home to good Mrs. Wake- 
field, and tell her tlie truth. Remove not thyseIC even' 
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for a little week, from thj place in hsr chaste bosom. 
Were she, for a single moment, to deem iiiee dead, or 
lost, or lastinglj divided from her, thou wouldst be wo- 
fullj conscions of a change in thy true wife, forever after. 
It b perilous to make a chasm in human aiTections ; not 
that thej gape so long and wide, but so quickly close 
agam! 

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be 
termed, Wakefield lies down betimes, and starting from 
his first nap, spreads forth his arms into the wide and 
solitaiy waste of the unaccustomed bed. " No," — thinks 
he, gathering tlie bedclotlics about him, — ''I will not 
sleep alone another night." 

In the morning, he rises earlier than usual, and sets 
himself to consider what he really means to do. Such 
are lib loose and rambling modes of thought, that he has 
taken this very singular step, with the consciousness of 
a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it 
sniBcienlly for his own contemplation. The vagueness 
of the project, and tlie convulsive eflbrt with which he 
plunges into the execution of it, are equally clmracteristic 
of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts hb ideas, how- 
ever, as minutely as he may, and finds himself curious to 
know the progress of matters at home, — how hb exem- 
plary wife will endure her widowhood of a week ; and. 
briefly, liow the little sphere of creatures and circum- 
stances, in which he was a central object, will be aficcted 
by bis removal. A morbid vanity, therefore, lies nearest 
tlie bottom of the aflair. But, how is he to attain hb 
oidsf Not, certainly, by keeping close in this comfort- 
able lodging, where, thougli he slept and awoke in the 
next street to hb home, he b as effectually abroad, as if 
the stage-coach had been whirling him away all night 
Tety shonld be reappear, the whole project is knocked in 
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the head. Hb poor brains being hopelessly puzzled with 
this dilemma, he at length veutures out, partly resolving 
to cross the head of the street, and send one hasty glance 
towards hb forsaken domicile. Habit — for he b a man 
of habits — takes him by the hand, and guides him, 
wholly unaware, to hb own door, where, just at the 
critical moment, he b aroused by the scraping of hb 
foot upon the step. Wakefield! whither are you 
going? 

At that instant, hb fate was turning on the pivot. 
Little dreaming of the doom to which hb first backward 
step devotes him, he hurries away, breathless with agita- 
tion hitherto uufclt, and liardly dares turn hb head, at 
the dbtaut comer. Can it be that nobody caught sight 
of him? Will not the whole household — the decent 
Mrs. Wakefield, the smart maid-servant, and the dirty 
little footl)oy — rabe a hue and cry, through London 
streets, in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? 
Wonderful escape! He gathers courage to pause and 
look homeward, but b perplexed with a sense of change 
about the familbr edifice, such as affects us all, when, 
after a separation of months or years, we again see some 
hill or lake, or work of art, with which we were friends 
of old. In ordinary cases, thb indescribable impression 
b caused by the comparison and contrast between our 
imperfect reminiscences and the reality. In Wakefield, 
the magic of a single night has wrought a simihir trans- 
formation, because, in that brief period, a great moral 
cliange has been effected. But thb is a secret from him- 
self. Before leaving the spot, he catches a hr and mo- 
mentary glimpse of hb wife, passing athwart the front 
window, with her face turned towards ihe head of the 
street. The crafty nincompoop takes to hb heels, scared 
with the idea, that, among a thousand such atoms of 
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BioftalitT, her eje most ha?e detected him. Right glad 
it his beirt» though his brain be somewhat diuy, when 
ha finds himself bj the ooal-firo of his lodgings. 

80 much for the commencement of this long whim- 
wham. After the initial conception, and the stirring 
up of the man's sluggish temperament to put it in prac- 
tice, the whole matter evolves itself in a natural train. 
We may suppose him, as the result of deep deliberation, 
buying a new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry 
garments, in a fashion unlike hb customary suit of 
brown, from a Jew's old-clothes bag. It b aocom- 
plbhed. Wakefield b another man. The new system 
being now establbhcd, a retrograde movement to the 
old would be almost as difficult as the step tliat placed 
him in. hb unparalleled position. Furthermore, he is 
lendered obstinate by a sulkiness, occasionally incident 
to hb temper, and brought on, at present, by the inade- 
qnate sensation which he conceives to have been pro- 
doced m the bosom of Mrs. Wakefield. He will not go 
back until she be frightened lialf to death. Well ; twice 
or thrice has slie psMcd before hb sight, each time with 
a heavier step, a paler cheek, and more anxious brow; 
and in the third week of lib non-appearance, he detects 
a portent of evil entering the house, in the guise of an 
apotliecacy. Next day, the knocker is mufllcd. Towards 
niglitfall comes tlie chariot of a physician, and deposits 
its big-wigged and solemn burden at Wakefield's door, 
whenM, after a quarter of an hour's vbit, he emerges, 
perchance the lierald of a funeral. Dear woman ! Will 
ihe dieP By thb time, Wakefield b excited to some- 
thing like enency of feeling, but still lingers away from 
hb wife's bedside, pleading with hb conscience, tiiat she 
I not be dbturbed at such a juncture. If aught else 
hun, be does not know it In the course of « 



!. 



•i^PpI^ 



I 

f 



WAKBFIELD. 



149 



few weeks, she gradually recovers; the crisb b over; 
her lieart b sad, perhaps, but quiet ; and, let him return 
soon or late, it will never be feverbh for him again. 
8uch ideas glimmer through the mist of Wakefield's 
mind, and render him indistinctly conscious that an 
almost impassable gulf divides his hired apartment from 
his former liome. "It b but in the next street I" he 
sometimes says. Fool ! it b in another world. Hith- 
erto, he has put oiF hb return from one particular day 
to another; henceforward, he leaves the precipe time 
undetenninod. Not to-morrow, — probably next week, 
— pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have nearly as 
much chance of revisiting their earthly homes, as the 
self-baiiished Wakefield. 

Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article 
of a dozen pages ! Tlien might I exemplify how an in- 
fluence,^ beyond our control, kys its strong hand on 
every deed wliich we do, and weaves its consequences 
into an inm tissue of necessity. Wakefield b spell- 
bound. We must leave him, for ten years or so, to 
haunt around his house, without once crossing the thresh- 
old, and to be faithful to his wife, with all the afieotion 
of which hb heart is capable, while he is slowly fading 
out of hers. Long since, it must be remarked, he has 
lost the perception of singnbrity in his conduct. 

Now for a scene ! Amid the throng of a London 
street, we distingubh a man, now waxing elderly, with 
few characterbtics to attract careless observers, yet bear« 
mg, in hb whole aspect, the handwriting of no common 
fate, for such as have the skill to read it. He b mea* 
gro; hb low and narrow forehead b deeply wrinkled; 
hb eyes, small and lustreless, sometimes wander appro* 
hensively about him, but oflener seem to look inward. 
He bends hb head, and moves with an mdeseribabb 
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obliquitj of gait, as if unwilling to display his fall front 
to the world. Watch him, long enough to see wliat we 
have described, and yon will allow, tiiat circumstances 
— which often produce remarkable men from nature's 
ordinary handiwork — have produced one such here. 
Next, leaving him to sidle along the footwalk, cast your 
eyes in the opposite direction, where a portly female, 
considerably iu the wane of life, with a prayer-book in 
her hand, b proceeding to yonder church. She has the 
phicid mien of settled widowhood. Her regrets have 
either died away, or have become so essential to her 
heart, tliat they would be poorly exchanged for joy. 
Just as the lean man and well-conditioned woman are 
passing, a sliglit obstruction occurs, and brings these 
two figures directly in contact. Tlieir liands touch; 
the pressure of the crowd forces her bosom against his 
shoulder; they stand, face to face, staring into each 
other's eyes. After a ten years' separation, thus Wake- 
field meets his wife ! 

The throng eddies away, and carries tliem asunder. 
The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds 
to church, but pauses in tlie portal, and throws a per- 
pkxed glance along the street Slie passes in, however, 
opening her prayer-book as slie goes. And the man! 
with so wild a face, that busy and selfish London stands 
to gase after him, he hurries to his lodgings, bolts tlie 
door, and throws himself upon the bod. The latent feel- 
ings of years break out ; his fecbhs mind acquires a brief 
energy from Uieir strength ; all the miserable strangeness 
of his life is revealed to him at a glance: and he cries 
out, passionately, *- Wakefield I Wakefield! You aro 
mad!" 

Perfaapi be was so. The singularity of his situation 
must havo to noulded him to hunseli; that» oonsidered in 
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regard to his fellow-creatures and the business of life, he 
could not be said to possess his right mind. .He had 
contrived, or ratlicr he hod happened, to dissever himself 
from the world, — to vanish, — to give up his place and 
privileges with hving men, without being admitted 
among the dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel 
to his. He was in the bustle of the city, as of old ; but 
the crowd swept by, and saw him not ; he was, we may 
figuratively say, always beside his wife, audat his hearth, 
yet must uevor feel the warmth of the one, nor the a£feo- 
tion of the other. It was Wakefield's unprecedented (ate, 
to retain his original share of human sympathies, and to 
be still involved in human interests, while he had lost 
his reciprocal infiueuce on them. It would be a most 
curious specuktion, to trace out the effect of such cir- 
cumstances on his heart and intellect, separately, and in 
unison. Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be 
conscious of it, but deem himself the same man as ever; 
glimpses of the truth, indeed, would oome, but only for 
the moment ; and still he would keep saying, " I shall 
soon go back ! " nor refieot that he hod been saying so 
for twenty years. 

I conceive, also, tliat these twenty years would ap- 
pear, in the retrospect, scarcely longer than tlie week to 
which Wakefield had at first limited his absence. He 
would look on the afiair as no more than on interlude in 
the main business of his life. When, after a little while 
more, he should deem it time to re-enter his parlor, his 
wife would dap her hands for joy, on beholding the mid- 
dle-aged Mr. Wakefield. Aks, what a misUke ! Would 
Time but await the close of our favorite follies, we should 
be young men, all of us, and till Doomsday. 

One evening, in the twentieth year since he vanished^ 
Wakefield is taking his onstomaiy wtiSk towards tha 
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dwelling which he still calls his own. It is a gusty night 
of autumn, with frequent showers, that patter down 
upon the paTcment, and are gone, before a nmu can put 
up bis umbrella. Pausing near the house, Wakefield 
discerns, Uirough tlic parlor windows of tlie second floor, 
the red glow, and the glimmer and fitful flash of a com- 
fortable fire. On the ceiling appears a grotesque shadow 
of good Mrs. Wakefield. The cap, the nose and chin, and 
the broad waist form an admirable caricature, which 
dances, moreover, with the up-flickering and down-sink- 
ing bliue, almost too merrilj for the shade of an elderly 
widow. At this instant, a shower chances to fall, and 
is driven, by the unmannerly gust, full into Wakefield's 
face and bosom. He a qnite penetrated with its autum- 
nal chill Shall he stand, wet and shivering here, when 
his own hearth has a good fire to warm him, and his own 
wife will run to fetch the gray coat and small-clothes, 
which doubtless she has kept carefully in the closet of 
their bedchamber P No! Wakefield b no such fool. 
He ascends the steps, — heavily! — for twenty years 
have stiflcned his legs, since he came down, — but he 
knows it not. Stay, Wakefield I Would you go to tlie 
sole home that is left you f Then step into your grave I 
The door opens. /Ls he passes in, wo have a parting 
glimpse of his visage, and recognize the crafty smile, 
which was tlie precursor of the httle joke tlmt he has 
ever since been playing off at his wife's expense. How 
unmercifully has he quijsxed tlie poor woman I Well, a 
good night's rest to Wakefield ! 

This happy event — supposing it to be such — oould 
only have oocurred at an unpremeditated moment. We 
will not follow onr friend across the threshold. He has 
left us much food for thought^ a portion of which shall 
lend its wisdom to * inond. and be shaped into a figure. 
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Amid the seeming confusion of our mysterious worid, in- 
dividuals are so nicely adjusted to a system, and systems 
to one anotlier, and to a whole, that, by stepping aside 
for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful risk of 
losing his place forever. Like Wakefield, he may be- 
oome^ as it wer^ the Outcast of the Universe. 
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if^OON, hjr Uie North clock ! Noon, by the east ! 

K High noon, too, by these hot sunbeams, which 

y fall, scarcely aslope, upon my head, and almost 

make Uie water babble and smoke, in the trough under 
my nose. Truly, we public characters hare a tough 
time of it I And, among all the town officers, chosen at 
March meeting, where is he that sustains, for a single 
year, the burden of such manifold duties as arc imposed, 
in perpetuity, upon the Town ?ump? The title of 
" town treasurer *' is rightfully mine, as guardian of the 
best treasure that the town has. The overseers of the 
poor ougiit to make me their chairman, since I provide 
bountifully for the pauper, without expense to him that 
pays taxes. I am at the head of the fire department, 
and one of the physicians to the board of health. As a 
keeper of tlie peace, all water drinkers will confess me 
equal to the constable. I perform some of the duties of 
tbe town clerk, by promulgating public notices, when 
tbey are posted on my front To speak withm bounds, 
I am the ohief person of tlie municipality, and exhibit^ 
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moreover, an admirable pattern to my brother officers, 
by the cool, steady, upright, downright, and impartial 
discharge of my business, and tlic constancy with which 
I stand to my post. 8ummer or winter, nobody seeks 
me in vain ; for, all day long, I am seen at the busiest 
corner, just above the market, stretching out my arms, 
to rich and poor alike ; aiid at uiglit, I hold a lantern 
over my head, both to show where I am, and keep peo- 
ple out of the gutters. 

At this sultry uooutidc, I am cupbearer to the parched 
populace, for whose benefit an iron goblet is chained to 
my waist. Like a draui-seller ou the mall, at muster- 
day, 1 cry aloud to all and suudry, in my plainest ac- 
cents, and at the very tiptop of my voice. Here it is, 
gentlemen! Here is the gcK>d liquor! Walk up, walk 
up, gentlemen, walk up, walk up 1 Here u the supe- 
rior stuff! Here is the unadulterated ale of father 
Adam, — better than Cognac, Hollands, Jamaica, strong 
beer, or wine of any price ; here it is, by the hogshead 
or the siugle glass, and not a cent to pay ! Walk up, 
gentlemen, walk up, and help yourselves ! 

It were a pity, if all this outcry should draw no 
customers. Here they come. A hot day, gcntlcnoicnl 
Quaff, and away ag:iin, so as to keep yourselves in a 
nice cool sweat. You, my friend, will need another 
cupful, to wash the dust out of your thniat, if it be as 
thick there as it is on your cowhide shoes. I see that 
you have trudged half a score of miles to-day ; and, like 
a wise man, have passed by the taverns, and stopped at 
the running brooks and well-curbs. Otherwise, betwixt 
heat without and fire within, you would have been 
bunied to a cinder, or melted down to nothing at all, 
in the &shion of a jelly-fish. Drink, and make room 
for that other fellow, who seeks my aid to quench the 
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fieiy fever of last night's potations, which he drained 
from no cup of mine. Welcome, most rubicund sir! 
You and I have been great straugiirs, hillicrto ; nor, to 
confess the truth, will my nose be anxious for a closer 
intimacy, till the fumes of your breath be a little less 
potent. Mercy on you, man ! the water aKsoIutely 
hisses down your red-hot gullet, and is converted quite 
to steam, in the miniature tophet, which you mistake 
for a stomach. Fill again, and tell me, on the word of 
an honest toper, did you ever, in cellar, tavern, or any 
kind of a dram-shop, spend the price of your children's 
food for a swig half so delicious P Now, for the first 
time these ten years, you know the flavor of cold water. 
Good by; and, whenever you are tbirsty, remember that 
I keep a constant supply, at the old stand. Who next P 
O, my little friend, you are let loose from school, and 
come hither to scrub your blooming face, and drown 
the memory of certain tups of the ferule, and other 
school-boy troubles, in a draught from the Town Pump. 
Take it, pure as the current of your young life. Take 
it, and may your heart and tongue never be scorclied 
with a fiercer thirst than now ! There, my dear child, 
put down the cup, and yield your phioe to this elderly 
gentleman, who treads so tenderly over the paving- 
stones, that I suspect he is afraid of breaking them. 
What I be limps by, without so much as thanking me, 
as if my hospitable offers were meant only for i>cople 
who have no wine-eelbrs. Well, well, sir, — no harm 
done, I hope ! Go draw the cork, tip the decanter ; 
but, when your great toe shidl set you a-roaring, it will 
be no affair of mine. If gentlemen love the pleasant 
titillation of the gout, it b all one to the Town Pump. 
This thinty dog, with bb red tongue lolling out, does 
ao( aooiii mj hospitality, bnl stands on hb hind legi^ 
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and laps eagerly out of the trough. See how lightly 
he copers away again I Jowler, did your worship ever 
have the goutP 

Are you all satisfied P Tlicn wipe your mouths, my 
good friends ; and, while my spout has a moment's leis- 
ure, I will delight the town with a few historical remi- 
nisceaccs. In for antiquity, beneath a darksome shadow 
of venerable boughs, a spring bubbled out of the leaf- 
strewn earth, in the very spot where you now behold 
me, on the sunny pavement. The water was as bright 
and clear, and deemed as precious, as liquid diamonds. 
The Indian sagamores drank of it, from time immemo- 
rial, till the fatal deluge of the fire-water burst upon the 
red men, and swept their whole race away from the cold 
fountains. Eiidicott, and his followers, came next, and 
often knelt down to drink, dipping their long beards in 
the spring. The richest goblet, then, was of birch-bark. 
Governor Wiiithrop, after a jounicy afoot from Boston, 
drank here, out of the hollow of his hand. Tlie elder 
Iligginson hero wet his palm, and laid it on the brow of 
the first town-bom child. For many years it was the 
watering-place, and, as it were, the wash-bowl of the 
vicinity, — whither all decent folks resorted, to purify 
their visngcs, and gaze at them afterwards — at least, 
the pretty maidens did — in the mirror which it made. 
On SnblKith days, whenever a babe was to be baptized, 
the sexton filled hb basin here, and placed it on the 
communion-table of the hnmblo mecting-honse, which 
partly covered the site of yonder stately brick one. 
Thus, one generation after another >vas consecrated to 
Heaven by its waters, and cast their waxing and waning 
sliadows into its glassy bosom, and vanished from the 
earth, as if mortal life were but a fiitting image in a 
fountain. Finally, the fountain vanished also. GellatB 
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were dug on all 8ides» and cartloads of gravel flung 
upon its source, whence ooscd a turbid stream, forming 
a mud-puddle, at the corner of two si reels. In the hoi 
months, when its refreshment was most needed, the 
dust flew in clouds over the forgotten birthplace of the 
waters, now their grave. But, in the course of time, a 
Town Pump was sunk into the source of the ancient 
spring; and when tlie first decayed, another took its 
place, — and then another, and still another, — till here 
stand I, gentlemen and ladies, to serve jou with mj 
iron goblet. Drink, and be refreshed! The water is 
as pure and cold as that which slaked the thirst of the 
red sagamore, beneath the aged boughs, though now 
tlie gem of the wilderness is treasured under these hot 
stones, where no shadow falls, but from the brick 
buildings. And be it the moral of mj story, that, as 
thb wasted and long-lost fountain is now known and 
prized again, so shall the virtues of cold water, too little 
valued since your father's days, be recognised by all. 

Your pardon, good people! I must interrupt my 
stream of eloquence, and spout forth a stream of water, to 
replenish the trough for this tmmsterand his two yoke of 
oxen, wlio liave conic from Topsfield, or somewhere along 
tliat way. No part of my business is plcasanter than the 
watering of cattle. Look ! how rapidly they lower the 
water-mark on the sides of the trough, till their capacious 
stomachs arc moistened with a gallon or two apiece, and 
they can afford time to breathe it in, with sighs of calm 
enjoyment. Now they roll their quiet eyes around the 
brim of their monstrous drinking-vessel. An ox is your 
tnte toper. 

Bat I perceive, my dear auditors, that you are impatient 
for the remainder of my discourse. Impute it^ I beseech 
yoOf to no defect of modesty, if I insist a little longer on 
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80 fruitful a topic as my own multifarious merits. It is 
altogether for your good. The better you think of me, 
the better men and women will you flud yourselves. I 
shall say nothing of my all-important aid on washing- 
days ; though, on that account alone, I might call myself 
the household god of a hundred families. Far be it from 
me also to hint, my respectable friends, at the show of 
dirty faces which you would present, without my pains to 
keep you clean. Nor will I remind yon how often when 
the midnight bells make you tremble for your combustible 
town, you have fled to the Town Pump, and found me 
always at my post, firm amid the confusion, and ready 
to drain my vital current in your behalf. Neither is it 
worth while to lay much stress on my claims to a medical 
diploma, as the physician, whose simple rule of practice is 
preferable to all the imuseous lore, which lias found men 
sick or left them so, since the days of Ili))pocrates. Let 
ns take a broader view of my beneficial influence on man- 
kind. 

No ; tlicse are trifles, compared with the merits which 
wise men concede to me, — if not in my single self, yet as 
the representative of a class — of i>eing the grand reformer 
of the age. From my spout, and such spouts as mincy 
must flow the stream that sliall cleanse our earth of the 
vast portion of its crime aud anguisli, which has gushed 
from the fiery fountains of the still. In this mighty en- 
terprise, the cow sliall be my great confcdemte. Milk 
and water! The Town Pump and the Cow! Such 
is the glorious copartnership, that shall tear down the 
distilleries and hrcwhouses, uproot the vineyards, shat- 
ter tlie eider-jirosses, ruin the tea and coflbe trade, and 
finally monopolize the whole business of quenching thirst. 
Blessed consummation ! Then Poverty shall pass away 
horn the land, finding so hovel so wretched, where ber 
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iqutlid form maj shelter itself. Then Disease, for lack of 
other Tictims, shall gnavr its own heart, and die. Then 
Sin, if she do not die, shall lose half her strength. Until 
now, the frenay of hereditary ferer lias raged in the 
httman blood, transmitted from sire to sou, and rekindled 
in ererj generation, by fresh druuglits of liquid flame. 
When that inward fire shall be extinguished, the heat 
of passion cannot but grow cool, and war — the drunk- 
enness of nations — perhaps will cease. At least, there 
will be no war of households. The husband and wife, 
drinking deep of peaceful joy, — a calm bliss of temperate 
aifecrions, — shall pass luuid ui hand through life, and lie 
down, not reluctantly, at its protracted dose. To them, 
the past will be no turmoil of mad dreams, nor the future 
an eternity of such moments as follow the delirium of the 
drunkard. Their dead faces shall express what their 
spirits were, and are to be, by a lingering smile of mem- 
oiy and hope. 

Aliem ! Dry work, this speechifying ; especially to an 
unpractised orator. I never conceived, till now, wliat 
toil the temperance lecturers undergo for my sake. Here- 
after, they shall have tlie business to themselves. Do, 
some kind Christian, pump a stroke or two, just to wet 
my whistle. Thank you, sir ! My dear hearers, when 
the worid shall liave been regenerated by my instrumen- 
tality, you will collect your useless vats and liquor-casks 
into one great pile, and make a bonfire, in honor of the 
Town Pump. And, when I shall have decayed, like my 
predecessors, then, if you revere my memory, let a mar- 
ble fountain, richly sculptured, take my pkce upon thu 
■pot Such monuments sliould be erected everywhere, 
and inscribed with the names of tlie distinguished cham- 
piona of my cause. Now listen ; for something reiy im- 
portant is to oome next 
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There are two or three honest friends of mine — and 
true friends, I know, they are — who, nevertheless, by 
their fiery pugnacity in my behalf, do put me in fearful 
hazard of a broken nose or even a total overthrow upon 
tlie pavement, and the loss of the treasure which 1 guard. 
1 pray you, gentlemen, let this fault be amended. Is it 
decent, think you, to get tipsy with zeal for temperance, 
and take up the honorable cause of the Town Pump in 
the style of a toper, fighting for his brandy-bottle P Or» 
can the excellent qualities of cold water be not otherwise 
exempUficd, than by plunging slapdash into hot water, 
and wofully scalding yourselves and other people P Trust 
me, they may. In the moral warfare, which you are to 
•i^gge, -.and, indeed, in the whole conduct of your lives, 
— you cannot choose a better example than myself, who 
have never pennitted the dust and sultry atmosphere, the 
turbulence and manifold disquietudes of the world around 
me, to reach that deep, calm well of purity, which may 
be called my soul. And whenever I pour out that soul, 
it is to cool earth's fever, or cleanse its stains. 

One o'clock ! Nay, then, if the dinner-bell begins to 
speak, I may as we'll hold my peace. Here comes n 
pretty young girl of my acquaintance, with a large stone 
pitcher for me to fill. May she draw a husband, while 
drawing her water, as Rachel did of old. Hold out your 
vessel, my dear ! There it is, full to the brim ; so now 
run home, peeping at your sweet image in the pitcher, as 
you go ; and forget not, in a glass of my own liquor, to 
(Innk — " Succssaio the TowvPuxp I " 
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THB OBBAT OABBUNCLB.* 

A MTBTBRT OF THB WHITS MOUKTAINa 

^ jT ught&ll, onoe, in the olden time, on the rugged 
side of one of the Crystal Hills, a fiarty of ad- 

renturers irere refreshing themselves, after a 

toilsome and fruitless quest for the Great Carbuncle. 
Thej had come thither, not as friends, nor partners in the 
enterprise, but each, save one youthful pair, impelled by 
bis own selfish and solitary longing for this wondrous 
gem. Their feeling of brotherhood, however, was strong 
enough to induce them to contribute a mutual aid in 
building a rude hut of branches, and kindling a great 
fire of shattered pines, that had drifted down the lieadloug 
current of the Amonoosuck, on the lower bank of which 
they were to pass the nigiit. There was but one of their 
number, perhaps, who had become so estranged from 
natural sympathies, by tlie absorbing spell of the pursuit, 
as to acknowledge no satbfaction at the sight of human 

* TIm Mian tradition, on which this lomewhiit extnivi^nt 
tde is fcunded, is both too wild and too betotitU to be ade- 
quitely wronght np in prose. SoUivan, ia his Hittoiy of 
Maine, written sinoe the Revolation, remarks, that even then, 
the esMtence of the Great CariNinde was not entirebr dis« 
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faces, m the remote and solitary region whither they had 
ascended. A vast extent of wilderness lay between them 
and the nearest settlement, while scant a mile above 
their heads, was that bUck verge, where the hills throw 
off their sliaggy mantle of forest trees, and either robe 
themselves in clouds, or tower naked into the sky. The 
roar of the Amonoosuck would have been too awful for 
endurance, if only a solitary man had listened, while the 
mountain stream talked with the wind. 

The adventurers, therefore, exchanged hospitable greet- 
ings, and welcomed one another to the hut, where each 
man was the host, and all were the guests of the whole 
company. They spread their individual supplies of food 
on the flat surface of a rock, and partook of a general 
repast ; at the close of which, a sentiment of good-fellow- 
ship was perceptible among the party, though repressed 
by the idea, that the renewed search for the Great Car- 
buncle must make theih strangers again, in the morning. 
Seven men and one young woman, they warmed them- 
selves together at the fire, which extended its bright wall 
along the whole front of their wigwam. As they ob- 
served the various and contrasted figures that made up 
the assemblage, each man looking like a caricature of 
himself, in the unsteady light that flickered over him, 
they came mutually to the conclusion, tliat an odder 
society lad never met, in city or wilderness, on mountain 
or plain. 

The eldest of the group, a tall, lean, weather-beaten 
man, sonic sixty years of age, was cbd in the skins 
of wild animals, whose fashion of dress he did well 
to imitate, since the deer, the wolf, and the bear had 
long been his most intimate companions. He was one 
of those ill-fated mortals, such as the Indians told of^ 
whom, in theur early youth» the Great Carbnnole smote 
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Willi a peculiar madness» and becamo the passionate 
dream of their existence. All, who risited that region, 
knew him as the Seeker, and by no other name. As 
none could remember when he flrst took up the search, 
there went a (able in the ralley of the Saco, that for his 
inordinate lust after the Great Carbuncle, he had been 
condemned to wander among the mountains till the end 
of tune, still with the same feverish hopes at sunrise, 
the same despair at ere. Near this miscnible Seeker sat 
a little elderly personage, wearing a high-crowned hat, 
shaped somewhat like a crucible. lie was from beyond 
the sea, a Dr. Cacaphodel, who had wilted and dried 
himself into a mummy, by continually stooping over 
charcoal furnaces and inhaling unwholesome fumes, dur- 
ing his researches in chemistry and alchemy. It was told 
of him, whether truly or not, that, at the commencement 
of his studies, he had drained his body of all its ridiest 
blood, and wasted it, with other inestimable ingredients, 
in an unsuccessful experiment, —and had never been a 
well man since. Another of tlic adventurers was Master 
Ichabod Pigsnort, a weighty merchant and selectman of 
Boston, and an elder of the famous Mr. Norton's church. 
His enemies had a ridiculous story, that Master Pigsnort 
was accustomed to spend a whole hour after praycr-tinie, 
every morning and evening, in wallowing naked among 
an immense quantity of pine-tree shillings, which were 
the earliest silver coinage of Massachusetts. The fourtli, 
whom we shall notice, had no name, that his companions 
knew of, and was chiefly distinguished by a sneer that 
always contorted his thin visage, and by a prodigious 
pair of spectacles, which were supposed to deform and 
discolor the whole (aco of nature, to this gentleman's 
perocptioiL The fifth adventurer likewise Ucked a name, 
whiflli was the greater pity, as he i^peared to be a poet 
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He was a bright-eyed man, but wofully pined away^ 
which was no more than natural, if, as some people af- 
firmed, his ordinary diet was fog, morning mist, and a 
slice of the densest cloud within his reach, sauced with 
moonshine whenever he could get it Certain it is, 
that the poetry which flowed from him had a smack of 
all these dainties. The sixth of the party was a young 
man of haughty mien, and sat somewhat apart from the 
rest, wearing his plumed hat loftily among his elders, 
while the fire glittered on the rich embroidery of hia 
dress, and gleamed intensely on the jewelled pommel 
of his sword. This was the Lord de Vere, who, when 
at home, was said to spend much of his time in the burial- 
vault of his dead progenitors, rummaging their mouldy 
cofiins in search of all the earthly pride and vainglory 
that was hidden among bones and dust ; so that, besides 
his own share, he had the collected haughtiness of hia 
whole line of ancestry. 

Lastly, there was a handsome youth in rustic gaib, 
and by his side a blooming little person, in whom a 
delicate shade of maiden reserve was just melting into 
the rich glow of a young wife's .liTection. Her name 
was Hannah, and her husband's Matthew ; two homely 
names, yet well enough adapted to the simple pair, who 
seemed strangely out of place among the whimsical 
fraternity whose wits had been set agog by the Great 
Carbuncle. 

Beneath tlie shelter of one hut in the bright bhise of 
the same fire, sat this varied group of adventurers, all so 
intent upon a single object, that of whatever else they 
began to speak, tlieir closing words were sure to be illu- 
minated with the Great Carbuncle. Several related the 
circamstances tliat brought them tliither. One had lis- 
tened to a traveller's tale of this marvellous stone, in hia 
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own distant country, and had iuimediatelj been seised 
villi sucb a thirst for beholding it, as could only be 
quenched in its intcnscst lustre. Another, so long ago 
as when the famous Captain Smith yisited these coasts, 
had seen it blazuig far at sea, and liad felt no rest in all 
the intervening years, till now that he took up the search. 
A third, being encamped on a hunting expedition, full 
forty miles south of the White Mountains, awoke at mid- 
night, and beheld the Great Carbuncle gleaming like a 
meteor, so that the shadows of the trees fell backward 
from it They spoke of (he iimumemble attempts, which 
had been made to reach the spot, and of the singular 
fatality which had hitherto witlihcid success from all 
adventurers, though it might seem so easy to follow to 
its source a light that overpowered the moon, and almost 
matched the sun. It was observable that each smiled 
scornfully at tlte madness of every other, in anticipating 
better fortune tlwn the ))ast, yet nourished a scarcely 
hidden conviction, that he would himself bo the favored 
one. As if to allay their too sanguine hopes, they re- 
curred to tlie Indian traditions, that a spirit kept watch 
about the gem, and bewildered those who sought it» 
either by removing it from peak to peak of the higlier 
hills, or by calling up a mist from the enchanted kke 
over which it hung. But these tales were deemed un- 
worthy of credit ; all professing to believe, tliat the search 
had been baffled by want of sagacity or perseverance in 
the adventurers, or such other causes as might naturally 
obstruct the passage to any given point, among the in- 
tricacies of forest, valley, and mountain. 

lu a pause of tlie conversation, tlie wearer of the pro- 
digious spectacles looked round upon the party, making 
eadi individual, in turn, the object of the sneer which in- 
faria^y dwelt np<m his ooantenanoe. 
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••So, fellow-pilgrims," said he, "here we are, seven 
wise men and one fair damsel, — who, doubtless, is as 
wise as any graybeard of the company : here we are, I 
say, all bound on the same goodly enterprise. Methinks, 
now, it were not amiss, that each of us declare what he 
proposes to do with the Great Carbuncle, provided he 
have tlie good hap to clutch it. What says our friend 
in the bear-skin? How mean you, good sir, to enjoy 
the prize which you have been seeking, the Lord knowa 
how long, among the Crystal Hills ? " 

•• How enjoy it ! " exclaimed the aged Seeker, bitterly. 
•• I hope for no enjoyment from it, — that folly has passed 
long ago ! I keep up the search for this accursed stone, 
because the vain ambition of my youth has become a fkte 
upon me, in old age. The pursuit alone is my strength, 
—the energy of my soul, —the warmth of my blood, and 
the pith and marrow of my bones ! Were I to turn my 
back upon it, I should fall down dead, on the hither side 
of the Notch,. which is the gateway of this mountain 
region. Yet, not to have my wasted lifetime back again, 
would I give up my hopes of the Great Carbuncle! 
Having found it, I shall bear it to a certain cavern thai 
I wot of, and there, grasping it in my arms, lie down 
and die, and keep it buried with me forever." 

"O wretch, regardless of the interests of science!** 
cried Dr. Cacaphodel, with philosophic indignation. 
•' Thou art not worthy to behold, even from afar off, the 
lustre of this most precious gem that ever was concocted 
in the Uboratory of Nature. Mine is the sole purpose 
for which a wise man may desire the possession of the 
Great Carbuncle. Immediately on obtaining it — for I 
have a presentiment, good people, that the prize is re- 
served to erown my scientific reputation— I shall return 
to Europe, and employ my remaining years in ndocing 
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it to its fint demenU. A portion of the stone will I 
grind to impalpaUe powder; other parts shall be dis- 
sohed in acids» or whatever solvents will act upon so 
admirable a composition ; and the remainder I design to 
melt in the crucible, or set on fire with the blowpipe. 
Bj these various methods, I shall gain an accurate aiudy- 
sis, and finally bestow the result of mj Ubors upon the 
world, in a folio volume." 

" Excellent ! " quoth the man with the spectacles. ** Nor 
need you hesitate, learned sir, on account of the necessary 
destruction of the gem ; since the perusal of your folio 
may teach eveiy mother's son of us to concoct a Great 
Carbuncle of his own." 

"But» verily," said Master Iclmbod Pigsnort, "for 
mine own part I object to the making of these counter- 
feits, as being calcuUted to reduce the marketable value 
of the true gem. I tell ye frankly, sirs, I Imve an interest 
in keeping up the price. Here have I quitted my reguUir 
traffic* leaving my warehouse in tlie care of my clerks, 
and putting my credit to great hazard, and, furthermore, 
have put myself in peril of death or captivity by the 
accursed heathen savuges, — and all this without daring 
to ask the prayers of tlic congregation, because the quest 
for the Great Carbuncle is deemed little better tlian a 
traffic with the Evil Oue. Now think ye that I would 
hare done tlib grievous wrong to my soul, body, rcputa-' 
tion, and estate, without a reasonable chance of profit f " 

'* Not I, pious Master Pigsnort," said the man with 
the speotaoks. ''I never hud such a great folly to thy 
eharge." 

" Tmly, I hope not»" said the merchant. '< Now, as 
touching this Great Carbuncle, I am free to own that I 
have never had a glimpse of it; but be it only the hnn- 
diedih pari ao bright as people tell, it will surely outvalue 
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the Great Mogul's best diamond, which he holds at an 
incalculable sum. Wherefore 1 am minded to put the 
Great Carbuncle on shipboard, and voyage with it to 
England, France, Spain, Italy, or into Hcatlisndom, if 
Providence should send me thither, and, in a woi-d, dis- 
pose of the gem to the best bidder among the potentates 
of the earth, tliat he may phice it among his crown jew- 
els. If any of ye have a wiser plan, let him expound it." 

"That have I, thou sordid man ! " exclaimed the poet. 
"Dost thou desire nothing brigliter tlinn gold, that thou 
wouldst transmute all this ethereal lustre into such dross» 
as thou wallowest in already ? For myself, hiding the 
jewel under my cloak, I shall hie me back to my attio 
chamber, in one of the darksome alleys of London. 
There, night and day, will I gaze upon it, — my soul 
shall drink its radiance, —it shall be diflfused througliout 
my intellectual powers, and gleam brightly in every Ime 
of poesy that I indite. Thus, long ages after I am gone, 
the splendor of the Great Carbuncle will blaze around 
my name!" 

" Well said, Master Poet ! " cried he of the spectacles. 
"Hide it under thy cloak, saycst thou? Why, it will 
gleam through the hohis, and make thee look like a 
jack-o'-kntcm ! " 

"To think!" cjacukted the Lord dc Vere, rather 
to himself than his companions, the best of whom ho 
held utterly unworthy of his intercourse, — "to think 
that a fellow in a tattered cloak should talk of convejing 
the Great Carbuncle to a garret in Grub Street! Have 
not I resolved within myself, that the whole earth con- 
tains no fitter ornament for the great hall of my ances- 
tral castle P There shall it flame for ages, making a 
noonday of midnight, glittering on the suits of armor, 
the banners, and escutcheons, that hang aronnd the 
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wall, and keeping bright the memory of heroes. Where- 
fore hare all other adventurers sought the prize in vain, 
bnt that I might win it, and make it a symbol of the 
glories of our lofty line? And never, on the diadem of 
the White Mountains, did tlie Great Carbuncle hold a 
place half so honored as is reserved for it in the hall of 
the De Veres!" 

"It is a noble thought," said tlie Cynic, with an ob- 
sequious sneer. '' Yet, might I presume to say so, the 
gem would make a rare sepulchral lamp, and would dis- 
play tlie glories of your lordship's progenitors more 
truly in the ancestral vault than in the castle hall." 

•• Nay, forsooth," observed ^latthew, the young rustic 
who sat hand in hand with his bride, "the gentleman 
has bethought himself of a profitable use for thb bright 
stone. Hannah here and I are seekuig it for a like 
purpose." 

"How, fellow!" exclaimed his lordship, in surprise. 
"Wliat castle hall hast thou to hang it in?" 

" No castle," replied Matthew, " but as neat a cottage 
as any within sight of the Crystal Uills. Ye must know, 
friends, that Hannah and I, being wedded the last week, 
have taken up the search of the Great Carbuncle, be- 
cause we shall need its light in the long winter evenings; 
and it will be such a pretty thing to show tlic ncigiibors 
when they visit us. It will shine through the house, so . 
that we may pick up a pin in any comer, and will set all 
the windows a-giowing, as if there were a great fire of 
pine knots in the chimney. And then how pleasant, 
when we awake iu the night, to be able to see one 
another's faces ! " 

There was a general smile among the adventurers at 
the simplicity of the young couple's project, in regard 
to this wondroos and invaluable stone, with which the 
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greatest monareh on earth might have been proud to 
adorn hb pakco. Especially the man with spectacles, 
who had sneered at all tlie company in turn, now twisted 
his visage into such an expression of ill-natured mirth, 
that Matthew asked him, rather peevishly, what ho him- 
self meant to do with the Great Curbuuele. 

"The Great Carbuncle ! " answered the Cynic, with 
ineffable scorn. " Why, you blockhead, tliere is no such 
thing, in rerum tutUra. I have come three thousand 
miles, and am resolved to set my foot on every peak of 
these mountains, and poke my head into every chasm, 
for the sole pur2)080 of demonstrating to the satisfaction 
of any man, one whit less an ass than thyself, that the 
Great Carbuncle is all a humbug!" 

Yarn and foolish were the motives that had brought 
most of the adventurers to the Crystal Hills, but none 
so vain, so foolish, and so impious too, as that of the 
scoffer with the prodigious spectacles. Ho was one of 
those wretched and evil men, whose yearnings are down- 
ward to the darkness, instead of heavenward, and who, 
could they but extinguish the lights which God hath 
kindled for us, would count the midnight gloom their 
ohiefcst glory. As the Cynic spoke, several of the party 
were startled by a gleam of red splendor, that showed 
the huge shapes of tlie surrounding mountains, and the 
rock-bestrewn bed of the turbulent river, with an illumi- 
nation unlike that of their fire, on the trunks and black 
boughs of the forest trees. They listened for the roll of 
thunder, but heard nothing, and were glad that the tem- 
pest came not near them. The stars, those dial points 
of heaven, now warned the adventurers to close their 
eyes on the blazing logs, and open them, in dreams, to 
the glow of the Great Carbuncle. 

The yonng married couple had taken their lodj^ngs in 
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the furthest corner of the wigwam, and were separated 
from the rest of the party by a curtain of curiously 
woven twigs, such as might have hung, in deep festoons, 
around the bridal bower of Eve. Tlie modest little wife 
had wrouglit this piece of tapestry, while tlic other 
guests were talking. She and her husband fell asleep 
with hands tenderly clasped, and awoke, from visions of 
unearthly radiance, to meet the more blessed light of one 
another's eyes. They awoke at the same instant, and 
with one happy smile beaming over their two faces, 
which grew brighter with their consciousness of the re* 
ality of life and love. But no sooner did she recollect 
where they were, than the bride peeped through the in- 
terstices of the leafy curtain, and saw that the outer 
room of the hut was deserted. 

*'Up, dear Matthew!" cried she in haste. ''The 
strange folk are all gone ! Up, this very minute, or we 
shall lose the G reat Carbuncle I ** 

In truth, so little did these poor young people deserve 
the mighty prize which had lured them thither, that they 
Lad slept peacefully all night, and till tlie summits of the 
hills were glittering with sunshine ; while the other ad- 
venturers had tossed their limbs in feverish wakefulness, 
or dreamed of climbing precipices, and set off to realize 
their dreams with the earliest peep of dawn. But Mat* 
thew and Hannah, after their calm rest» were as light as 
two young deer, and merely stopped to say their pmyers, 
and wash themselves in a cold pool of tlic Amonoosuek, 
and then to taste a morsel of food, ere they turned their 
faces to the mountain-side. It was a sweet emblem of 
conjugal afiection, as they toiled up the difficult ascent, 
gathering strength from tlie mutual aid which they af- 
forded. After several little accidents, such as a torn 
loba^ a lost shoe, and the entaqglement of Hannah's hair 



{) 



THE GREAT CABBUNCLE. 



178 



in a bough, they reached the upper verge of the forest, 
and were now to pursue a more adventurous course. 
The innumerable trunks and heavy foliage of the trees 
had hitherto shut in their thoughts, which now shrank 
affrighted from the region of wind, and cloud, and naked 
rocks, and desolate sunshine, that rose immeasurably 
above them. They gazed back at the obscure wilderness 
which they had traversed, and longed to be buried again 
in its depths, rather than trust themselves to so vast and 
visible a solitude. 

" Shall we go on P " said Matthew, throwing his arm 
round Hannah's waist, both to protect her, and to com- 
fort his heart by drawing her close to it 

But the little bride, simple as she was, had a woman's 
love of jewels, and could not forego the hope of possess- 
ing the very brightest in the world, in spite of the perils 
with which it must be won. 

"Let us climb a little higher," whispered she, yet 
tremulously, as she turned her face upward to the 
lonely sky. 

"Come, then," said Matthew, mustering his manly 
courage, and drawing her along with him; for she be- 
came timid agahi, the moment that he grew bold. 

And upward, accordingly, went the pilgrims of the 
Great Carbuncle, now treading upon tlie tops and 
tliickly interwoven branches of dwarf pines, which, by 
the growth of centuries, though mossy with age, had 
barely reached three feet in altitude. Next, they came 
to masses and fragments of naked rock, heaped con- 
fusedly together, like a cairn reared by giants, in mem- 
ory of a giant chief. In this bleak realm of upper air, 
nothing breathed, nothing grew; there was no life but 
what was concentrated in their two hearts; they had 
climbed so high, that Nature herself seemed no longer 



Digitized by 



Google 



Li 



174 



TVriCF4-T0LD TALES. 



i 



to keep them company. 8be lingered beneath them, 
within the verge of the forest trees, and scut a farewell 
gbmce after her children, as they strajed where her own 
green footprints had never been. But soon they were 
to be hidden from her eye. Densely and dark, the mists 
began to gather below, casting bkck spots of shadow 
on the vast landscape, and sailing heavily to one centre, 
as if the loftiest mountain peak had summoned a council 
of its kindred clouds. Finally, the vapors welded them- 
selves, as it were, into a mass, presenting the appearance 
of a pavement over which the wanderers miglit have 
trodden, but wliere they would vainly liave sought an 
avenue to the blessed earth which tlicy had lost. And 
the lovers yearned to behold that green earth again, 
more intensely, alas! than, beneath a clouded sky, they 
had ever desired a glimpse of heaven. They even felt 
it a relief to their desolation, when tlie mists, creeping 
gradually up the mountain, concealed its lonely peak, and 
thns annihilated, at least for them, the whole region of 
visible space. But they drew closer together, with a 
fond and melancholy gaze, dreading lest the universal 
clond should snatch them from each other's sight. 

Still, perhaps, they would liavc lx«n wsolutc to climb 
as far and as high, between earth and heaven, as they 
could find foothold, if Hannah's strcuglh liad not begun 
to fail, and with that, her courage also. Ilor brealh 
grew short. She refused to burden her husband with 
her weight, but oAen tottered against his side, and re- 
covered herself each time by a feebler effort. At last, 
she sank down on one of tlie rocky steps of the acclivity. 

*'We are lost, dear Matthew," said she, mournfully. 
"We shall never find our way to the earth again. And 
O, how happy we might have been in our cottage ! '* 

^Dear kauri I ~ we will yet be happy then,'* answered 
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Matthew. '' Look 1 In this direction, the sunshine pene- . 
trates the dismal mist. By its aid, I can direct our 
course to the passage of the Notch. Let us go back, 
love, and dream no more of the Great Carbuncle I " 

" The sun cannot be yonder," said Hannah, with de* 
spondenoe. " By this time, it must be noon. If there 
could ever be any sunshine herCi it would oome from 
above our heads." 

*' But look ! " repeated Matthew, in a somewhat altered 
tone. '* It is brightening every moment. If not sunshine, 
what can it be?" 

Nor could the young bride any longer deny, that a 
radiance was breaking through the mist, and changing 
its dim hue to a dusky red, which continually grew more 
vivid, as if brilliant particles were interfused with the 
gloom. Now, also, the cloud began to roll away from 
the mountain, while, as it heavily witlidrew, one object 
after another started out of its impenetrable obscurity 
into sight, with precisely the elTect of a new creation, 
before the indistinctness of the old chaos had been com- 
pletely swallowed up. As tlie process went on, they 
saw the gleaming of water close at their feet, and found 
themselves on tlie very liorJcr of a mountain lake, deep, 
bright, clear, and calmly beautiful, spreading from brim 
to brim of a ba.sin that had been scooped out of the solid 
rock. A ray of glory flashed across its surface. The 
pilgrims looked whence it shoukl proceed, but closed 
their eyes with a thrill of awful admiration, to exclude 
the fervid splendor that glowed from the brow of a eli£^ 
impeudiug over the enchanted lake. For the simple pair 
had reached that kke of mystery, and found the long* 
sought shrine of the Great Carbuncle ! 

They threw tiieir arms around each other, and trem- 
bled at their own sueoess; for as the legends of this 
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wmidroas gem rushed thick upon their memory, thej 
felt themselves marked out by fitte, — and the cooscious- 
ness was fearful. Often, from childhood upward, they 
had seea it shining like a distant star. And now that 
star was throwing ita intenscst lustre on their hearta. 
They seemed chauged to one another's eyes, in the red 
brilliancy that flamed upon their cheeks, while it lent 
the same fire to the lake, the rock^, aud sky, and to the 
mists which had rolled back before its power. But, with 
their next gUuce, they beheld an object that drew their 
attention even from the mighty stone. At the base of 
the cliff, directly beneath the Great Carbuncle, appeared 
the figure of a man, with his arms extended in the act 
of climbing, and his face turned upward, as if to drink 
the full gush of splendor. But he stirred not, no mora 
than if clmuged to marble. 

''It is the Seeker," whispered Hannah, convulsively 
grasping her husband's arm. " Matthew, he is dead/' 

''The joy of success has killed him," replied Matthew, 
trembling violently. " Or, perhaps the very light of the 
Great Carbuncle was death ! " 

"The Great Carbuncle," cried a peevish voice behind 
them. "The Great Humbug! If yon have found it, 
prithee point it out to me." 

They turned their beads, and tliere was the Cynic, 
with his prodigious spectacles set carefully on his nose, 
•taring now at tlie lake, now at the rocks, now at the 
distant masses of vapor, now right at the Great Carbuncle 
itael( yet seemingly as unconscious of its hght, as if all 
the scattered clouds were condensed about bis person. 
Though ita radiance actually threw the sliadow of the 
unbeliever at his own feet, as he turned his back upon 
the gferioua jewel, he would not be convinced that there 
vat the least dimmer there. 
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" Where is your Great Humbug ? " he repeated. ** I 
challenge you to make me see it!" 

"There," said Matthew, incensed at such perverse 
blindness, and turning the Cynic round towards the 
illuminated cliff. " Take off those abominable speetadesy 
and you cannot help seeing it ! " 

Now these colored spectacles probably darkened the 
Cynic's sight, in at least as great a degree as the smoked 
glasses through which people gaze at an eclipse. With 
resolute brainado, however, he snatched them from his 
nose, and fixed a bold stare full upon the ruddy bhise of 
tlie Great Carbuncle. But scarcely had he encountered 
it, when, with a deep, shuddering groan, he dropped his 
head, and. pressed both hands across his miserable eyes. 
Thenceforth there was, in very truth, no light of the 
Gi^eat Carbuncle, nor any other Ught on earth, nor light 
of Heaven itself, for the poor Cynic. So long accus- 
tomed to view all objects through a medium that deprived 
them of every glimpse of brightness, a single flash of so 
glorious a phenomenon, striking upon his naked vision, 
had blinded him forever. 

"Matthew," said Hannah, clinging to him, "let ns go 
hence!" 

MatUiew saw that she was faint, and, kneeling down, 
sup))orted her in his arms, while he threw some of the 
thrillingly cold water of the enehanted bike upon her (ace 
and bosom. It revived her, but could not renovate her 
courage. 

"Yes, dearest!" cried Matthew, pressing her tremu- 
lous form to his breast, "we will go henoe, and return 
to our humble cottage. The blessed sunshine and the 
quiet moonlight shall come through our window. We 
will kindle the cheerful glow of our hearth at erentida, 
and be happy in ita light. But never again iritt we 
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desire more light tlum aU the world may share with 
lis/' 

''No/' said hb bride, "for bow could we live by day, 
or sleep by nighty in this awful blaze of the Great Car- 
buncle f" 

Out of the hollow of their hands, they drank each a 
dmught from tlie lake, wliich presented them its waters 
uncontaminatod by an earthly lip. Tlicn, Icndiug their 
guidance to tlie blinded Cynic, who uttered not a word, 
and even stifled his groans in his own most wretched 
heart, they bcgitn to descend tlic mountain. Yet, as tliey 
left the shore, till then untrodden, of the spirit's lake, 
they threw a farewell glance towanls the clilT, and beheld 
the vapore gathering in dense volumes, throngh which 
the gem burned duskily. 

As touching the other pilgrims of the Great Carbuncle, 
the legend goes on to tell, that the worshipful Muster 
Ichabod Pigsnort soon gave up the quest, as a desperate 
speculation, and wisely resolved to betake himself again 
to his warehouse, near tlie town dock, in Boston. But, 
as he passed through the Notch of the mountains, a war 
party of Indians captured our unlucky merchant, and 
carried him to Montreal, there holding him in bondage, 
tin, by the payment of a heavy ransom, he had wofully 
subtracted from his hoard of pine-tree sliillings. By his 
long absence, moreover, his aflaira had become so dis- 
ordered, that, for tiie rest of his life, instead of wallowing 
in silver, he had seldom a sixpence worth of copper. 
Dr. Gacaphodel, the alchemist, returned to his labo- 
ntoiy with a prodigious fngment of granite, which he 
groimd to powder, dissolved in acids, melted in the cru- 
e3)ie, and burned with tlie blowpipe, and published the 
reaalt of his experiments in one of the heaviest folios of 
the day. And, for all these purposes, the gem itself 
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could not have answered better than the gnnite. The 
poet, by a somewhat similar mistake, made prize of a 
great piece of ice, which he found in a sunless chasm of 
the mountains, and swore that it corresponded, in all 
points, with his idea of the Great Carbuncle. The critics 
say, that, if his poetry lacked the splendor of the gem, it 
retained all the coldness of the ice. The Lord de Vere 
went back to his ancestral hall, where he contented him- 
9dt with a wax-lighted chandelier, and filled, in due 
course of time, another coffin in the ancestral vault. As 
the funeral torches gleamed within that dark receptacle, 
there was no need of the Great Carbuncle to show the 
vanity of earthly pomp. 

The Cynic, having cast aside his spectacles, wandered 
about the worid, a miserable object, and was punbhed 
with an agonizing desire of light, for the wilful blindness 
of his fonner life. The whole night long he would lift 
his splendor-blasted orbs to the moon and stare; he 
turned his face eastward, at sunrise, as duly as a Pereiaa 
idohiler ; ho made a pilgrimage to Rome, to witness the 
magiiifiecnt ilium inat ton of St. Peter's Chureh; and 
finally perished in the great fire of Loudon, into the 
midst of wliieii he had thrust himself, with the desperate 
idea of caieiiing one feeble ray from the bkze, that was 
kindling earth and heaven. 

Matthew and his bride spent many peaceful yean, and 
were fond of telling the legend of the Great Carbuncle. 
The talc, however, towards the close of their lengthened 
lives, did not meet with the full credence that hod been 
accorded to it by those who remembered the ancient lus- 
tre of the gem. For it is affirmed, that, from the hour 
when two mortals had shown themselves so simply wise 
as to reject a jewel which would liave dimmed all earthly 
things, its splendor waned. When other pilgrims reached 
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the chS, they found only an opaque stone, with partidea 
of mica glittering on its surface. There is also a tradition 
that, as the youthful pair defMirted, the gem was loosened 
from the forehead of the eliif, and fell into the cnelmntcd 
lake, and that, at noontide, the Seeker's form may still 
be seen to bend over its quenchless gleam. 

Some few believe that thu inestimable stone is bbsing, 
as of old, and say that they have caught its radumoe, like 
a flash of summer lightning, far down the valley of the 
8aco. And be it owned, that, many a mile from the 
Ciystal UiUs, I saw a wondrous light around theur sum- 
mits, and was lured, by the faith of poesy, to be the 
latest pilgrim of the Ojuut Cailbuvolb. 
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THE PBOPHBTIC PICTUBES.* 

|UT this painter!" cried Walter Ludlow, with 
animation. " Ho not only excels in hb pecul- 
iar art, but possesses vast acquirements in all 
other learning and science. He talks Hebrew with Dr. 
Mather, and gives lectures in anatomy to Dr. Boylston. 
In a wonl, he will meet the best instructed man among 
us, on his own ground. Moreover, ho is a polished gen- 
tleman, — a citizen of the world, — yes, a tnie cosmopo- 
lite ; for ho will speak like a native of each clime and 
country on the glol)o, except our own forests, whither 
he is now going. Nor is all this what I most admire in 
him." 

" Indeed ! " said Eluior, who had listened with a wo- 
man's interest to the description of such a man. ** Yet 
thb is admirable enough." 

"Surely it is," replied iter lover, ''but far less so 
than his natural gift of adapting himself to every variety 
of character, insomuch that all men — and all women 
too, Elinor — shall find a mirror of themselves in this 
wonderful painter. But the greatest wonder is yet to 
be told." 

* This story was laggettcd by aa anecdote of Staart, rdsted 
in Buulap't History of tho Arts of Design, — a most enter* 
tainlng book to the general reader, and a deeply interesting 
omd, we should think, to the artist 
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"Najy if he have mora wonderfdl attributes than 
these," said Elinor, kughing, "Boston is a perilous 
abode for the poor gentleman. Are jou telling me of 
a painter, or a wizard ? " 

"In truth," answered he, "that question might be 
asked much more scriousljr than you suppose. Thejr 
say that ho paints not merely a man's features, but his 
mind and heart He catches the secret sentiments and 
passions, and throws thcni upon the canvas, like sun- 
shine, — or perhaps, in the portraits of dark-soulcd men, 
like a gleam of infernal fire. It is an awful gift/' added 
Walter, lowering his voice from its tone of enthusiasm. 
** I shall be almost afraid to sit to him." 

" Walter, are you in earnest f " exclaimed Elinor. 

"For Ileaven's sake, dearest Elinor, do not let him 
paint the look which you now wear," said her lover, 
smUing, though rather peq>lexed. " There : it is pass- 
ing away now, but when you spoke, you seemed fright- 
ened to death, and very sad besides. Wliat were you 
thinking of P" 

"Nothing, nothing," answered Elinor, hastily. " You 
paint my face with your own fantasies. Well, come for 
me to-morrow, and we will visit this wonderful artist" 

But when the young man had departed, it cannot be 
denied tluit a remarkable expression was again risible 
on the fair and youthful laoo of his mistress. It was a 
asd and anxious look, little in acoordaiioe with what 
should hare been the feelings of a maiden on the eve of 
wedlock. Yet Walter Ludlow was the chosen of her 
heart 

"A look !" said Elinor to herself. " No wonder that 
it startled him, if it expressed what I sometimes feel. 
I know, by my own expericDoe, how frightful a look 
■ay be. But it was all fancy. I thought nothing of it 
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at the time, — I have seen nothing of it since, —I did 
but dream it." 

And site busied herself about the embroidery of a 
ruff, in which she meant that her portrait should be 
taken. 

The painter, of whom they liad been speaking, was 
not one of those native artists, who, at a later period 
tliau this, borrowed their colors from tlio Indians, and 
manufactured their pencils of the furs of wild beasts. 
Perhaps, if he could have revoked his life and prear- 
ranged his dcsljiiy, ho might liavo chosen to belong to 
that school without a master, in the hope of being at 
least original, since there were no works of art to imi« 
tate, nor rules to follow. But he had been bom and 
educated in Europe. People said, that he had studied 
the grandeur or beauty of conception, and every touch 
of the master hand, in all the most famous pictures, in 
cabinets and galleries, and on the walls of churches, till 
there was nothing more for his powerful mind to learn. 
Art could add nothing to its lessons, but Nature might 
lie liad therefore visited a world, whither none of his 
professional brethren had preceded him, to feast his eyes 
on visible images, that were noble and picturesque, yet 
had never been transferred to canvas. America was too 
poor to afford other temptations to an artist of eminence, 
though many of tlie colonial gentry, on the painter's 
arrival, had expressed a wish to transmit tlieir linea- 
ments to posterity, by means of his skill. Whenever 
such proposab were made, he fixed his piercing eyes 
on the a)>plieant, and seemed to look him through and 
tlirough. If he beheld only a sleek and comfortable 
visage, though tliere were a gohi-laeed coat to adorn 
the picture, and goUen guineas to pay for it, be civilly 
Rjeoted the task and the reward. But if the face weve 
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tlie index of anything uncommon, in thought, sentiment, 
or experience ; or if he met a beggar in tlie street, with 
a white beard and a furrowed brow ; or if sometimes a 
child happened to look up and smile ; he would exhaust 
all the art on them, tliat he denied to wealth. 

Pictorial skill being so rare in the colonics, the painter 
became an object of general curiosity. If few or none 
could appreciate the technical merit of his productions, 
yet there were points in regard to which the opinion of 
the crowd was as valuable as the refined judgment of the 
amateur. Ho watched the effect that each picture pro- 
duced on such untutored beholders, and derived profit from 
their remarks, while they would as soon have thought of 
instructing Nature herself, as him who seemed to rival 
her. Their admiration, it must bo owned, was tinctured 
with the prejudices of the age and country. Some deemed 
it an offence against the Mosaic kw, and even a presump- 
tuous mockery of the Creator, to bring into existence 
such lively images of his creatures. Others, frightened 
at the art which could raise phantoms at will, and keep 
the form of the dead among the living, were inclined to 
consider the painter as a magician, or perhaps the famous 
Black Man, of old witch times, plotting mischief in a new 
guise. These foolish fancies were more than half believed 
amoug the mob. Even in superior circles, his character 
was invested witli a vague awe, ]Nirlly rising like smoke- 
wreaths from the popular superstitions, but chiefly caused 
by the varied knowledge and laloots which ho uiudc sub* 
servient to his profession. 

Being on tlie eve of marriage, Walter Ludlow and 
Mnor were eager to obtain their portraits, as the first of 
what» they doubtless hoped, would be a long series of 
fiunily pictures. The day after the conversation above 
iiooided, ihfBj visited tha painter's rooms. A servant 
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ushered them into an apartment, where, though the artist 
himself was not visible, there were personages whom they 
could hardly forbear greeting wit h reverence. They knew, 
indeed, that the whole assembly were but pictures, yet felt 
it in)(K)ssible to separate tlie idea of life and intellect 
from such striking counterfeits. Several of tlie portraits 
were known to tlicm, either as distinguished characters 
of the day, or their private acquaintances. There was 
Governor Burnett, looking as if he had just received an 
undutiful communication from the House of Itcpresenta- 
tives, and were iudithig a most sharp rcspouse. Mr. 
Cooke hung beside the ruler whom he opiMsed, sturdy, 
and somewhat puritanical, as befitted a popukr leader. 
The ancient lady of Sir William Phipps eyed them from 
the wall, in ruff and farthingale, an imperious old dame, 
not unsuspected of witchcraft. John Winslow, then a very 
young mail, wore the expression of wariike enterprise^ 
which long aftcr^vards made hiui a distinguished generaL 
Their personal friends wore recognized at a glance. In 
most of the pictures, the whole mind and character were 
brought out on the countenance and concentrated into a 
single look, so that, to speak paradoxically, the originals 
hai-dly resembled themselves so strikingly as the portraits 
did. 

Among tlicsc modem woKhics, there were two old 
bearded saints, who had almost vanished into the darken- 
ing canvns. There was also a pale, but uiifadcd Madonna, 
who lind pcriinpfi been worshipped in Ilomc, and now 
regarded the lovers with such a mild and holy look, tliat 
they longed to worship too. 

" How singular a thought," observed Walter Ludlow, 
*'that this beautiful face has been beautiful for above two 
hundred years ! O, if all beauty wouU endure so well/ 
Do you not envy her, Elinor ? " 
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** If curth wera lieaven. I migfaC she replied. '« But 
wliere all Uiings lade, how miserable to be the one that 
oonldnptiadc!'' 

^'Tliis dark old St. Peter has a fichsc and uglj scowl, 
saint tliough he l)c/' continued Walter. " He troubles 
me. But the Virgin looks kindly at us." 

** Yes ; but very sorrowfully, nicthiuks/* said Elinor. 

The easel stood beneath these three old pictures, sus- 
taining one tliat had been recently commenced. After a 
little inspection, they began to recognize the features of 
tiicir own minister, the Rev. Dr. Colman, growing into 
shape and life, as it were, out of a cloud. 

" Kind okl man ! " exchumed Elinor. " He gaxes at 
me, as if he were about to utter a word of paternal ad- 
rice." 

" And at me," said Walter, " as if he were about to 
shake his head and rebuke me for some suspected in- 
iquity. But so does the original. I shall nci*er feel 
quite comfortable under his eye, till we stand before him 
to be married." 

Tliey now heard a footstep on tlie floor, and tuniing, 
beheld the painter, who had been some moments in the 
room, and had listened to a few of their remarks. He 
was a middlc-ngcd man, with a countenance well worthy 
of his own pencil. Indeed, by the picturesque, though 
careless arrangement of his rich dress, and, perhaps, be- 
cause his soul dwelt always among |Miiuted shapes, he 
looked somewhat like a portrait himself. His visitors 
were sensible of a kindred between the artist uid hui 
works, and felt as if one of tlie pictures Iwd stepped fronr 
the canvas to salute tlicm. 

Walter Ludlow, who was sliglitly known to the painter, 
npUuned the object of their visit. While he spoke, a 
I was falling atliwart his figure and Elinor'a, with 
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so happy an effect, that they also seemed living pictures 
of youth and beauty, gladdened by bright fortune. The 
artist was evidently struck. 

" My easel is occupied for several ensuing days, and 
my stay in Boston nmst bo brief," said he, thoughtfully ; 
then, after an observant glance, lie added, "but your 
wishes shall be gratified, though I disappoint the Chief 
Justice and Madam Oliver. I must not lose this op- 
portunity, for the sake of painting a few ells of broad- 
cloth and brocade." 

The painter expressed a desire to introduce both their 
portraits into one picture, and represent them engaged 
in some appropriate action. This phin would have de- 
lighted the lovers, but was necessarily rejected, because 
so hirge a space of canvas would have been unfit for the 
room which it was intended to decorate. Two half-kngth 
portraits were therefore fixed upon. After they had 
taken leave, Walter Ludlow asked Elinor, with a smile, 
whether she knew what an influence over their fates the 
painter was about to acquire. 

"The old women of Boston affirm," continued he, 
" tlmt after he has once got possession of a person's face 
and figure, ho may paint him in any act or situation 
whatever, — and the picture will be prophetic. Do you 
believe it P" 

"Not quite," said Elinor, smiling. "Yet if he has 
such magic, there is something so gentle in his manner, 
that I am sure he will use it well." 

It was the painter's choice to proceed with both the 
portraits at the same time, assigning as a reason, in the 
mystical hmguage which be sometimes used, tlut the fiioea 
threw light upon each btlier. Aooordingly, he gave now 
a touch to Walter, and now to Elinor, and the features 
of one and the other began to start forth so vividly, that 
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it appeared as if his triumphant art vould aotoallj disen^ 
gage them from the canvas. Amid the rich light and 
deep shade, they beheld their phantom selves. But, 
though the likeness promised to bo perfect, they were 
not quite satisfied with the expression; it seemed more 
vague than in most of the painter's works. He, how- 
ever, was satisfied with tlie prospect of success, and 
being much interested in the lovers, employed his leisure 
moments, unknown to tliem, in making a cmyon sketch 
of their two figures. During their sittings, he engaged 
tliem in conversation, and kindled up their faces with 
characteristic traits, which, though continually varying, 
it was his puqioso to combuio and fix. At length he 
announced, tliat at their next visit both the portraits 
would be ready for delivery. 

*' If my pencil will but be true to my conception, in 
the few last touches which I meditate," observed he, 
"these two pictures will be my very best performances. 
Seldom, indeed, has an artist such subjects." 

While 8|)Gakiug, he still bent his penetrative eye upon 
them, nor withdrew it till they had reached tlio bottom 
of tho stairs. 

Nothing, in the whole circle of human vanities, takes 
stronger hold of the imagination, than this afloir of hav- 
ing a portrait painted. Yet why should it be so P Tlie 
looking-glass, the polished globes of the andirons, tho 
mirror-like water, and all other reflecting surfaces, con- 
tinually present us with portraits, or rather ghosts, of 
ourselves, which we ghmce at, and straightway forget 
them. But we foigct them, only because they vanish. 
It b the idea of duration — of earthly immortality — that 
gives such a mysterious interest to our own portraits. 
Walter and Elinor were not insensible to this feeling. 
and hastened to the pauiter's room, punctually at the 
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appointed hour, to meet those pictured shapes, which 
*were to be their representatives with posterity. The 
sunshine flashed after them into the apartment, but left 
it somewhat gloomy, as they closed the door. 

Their eyes were immediately attracted to their por- 
traits, which rested against the farthest wall of tlie room. 
At the first glance, through the dim light and the distanoe, 
seeing themselves in precisely their natural attitudes, and 
with all the air that they recognized so well, they uttered 
a simultaneous exclamation of delight. 

"There we stand," cried Walter, enthusiastically, 
''fixed in sunshine forever! No dark passions can 
gather on our faces!" 

"No," said Elinor, more calmly; "no dreary change 
can sadden us." 

This was said while they were approaching, and had 
yet gained only an imperfect view of the pictures. The 
painter, after saluting them, busied himself at a table in 
completing a crayon sketch, leaving his visitors to form 
their own judgment as to his perfected hibors. At inter- 
vals, he sent a glance from beneath his deep eyebrows, 
watching their countenances in profile, with his pencil 
suspended over the sketch. They had now stood some 
moments, each m front of the other's picture, contem- 
plating it with entranced attention, but without uttering 
a word. At length, Walter stepped forward, — tlien back, 
— viewing Eluior's portrait in various lights, and finally 
spoke. 

" Is there not a change ? " said he, in a doubtful and 
meditative time. " Yes ; the perception of it grows mors 
vivid, the longer I look. It is certainly the same picture 
that I saw yesterday; the dress, — the features, — all 
are the same; and yet something is altered." 
"Is then the picture less like than it was yesterday?" 
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bquirod the painter, nov drftving near, with impressible^ 
interest 

''The features are perfect, Elinor,'* answered Walter, 
"and, at the first glance, the expression seemed also 
hers. But, I could fancy that the |K)rtmit has changed 
eountciiaucc, while I linrc been looking at it. The eyes 
are fixed on mhie with a strangely sad and anxious 
expression. Nay, it is grief and terror! Is this like 
Elinor P" 

" Compare the liriug face with the pictured one," said 
(he painter. 

Walter glanced sidelong at his mistress, and started. 
Motionless and absorbed — fascinated as it were — in 
contempUtion of Walter's portrait, Elinor's face had 
assumed precisely the expression of which he had just 
been complaining. Had she practised for whole hours 
before a mirror, she could not have caught the look so 
successfully. Had the picture itself b^n a mirror, it 
could not hare thrown back her present aspect, with 
stronger and more melancholy truth. She appeared 
quite unconscious of the dialogue between the artist 
and her lover. 

"Elinor," exclaimed- Walter, in amazement, "what 
change has come over you ? " 

She did not hear him, nor desist from her fixed gaze, 
tOl he seized her hand, and thus attracted her notice; 
then, with a sudden tremor, she looked from the picture 
to the face of the original. 

" Do you see no cliange in your portrait P " asked she. 

"In mine? — None!" replied Walter, examining it 
''But let me seel Yes; there is a slight eluingo, — an 
improvement, I think, in the picture, though none in the 
likeness. It has a livelier expression than yesterday, as 
if sone bright thought were flashing from the ^es, and 
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about to be uttered from the lips. Now that I have 
caught the look, it becomes very decided. 

Wliile he was intent or. these observations, Elinor 
turned to tlie painter. She regarded him with grief and 
awe, and felt that ho repaid her with sympathy and com- 
miseration, though wherefore she could but vaguely 
guess. 

" That look ! " whispered she, and shuddered. " How 
came it there?" 

"Madam," said the pamter, sadly, taking her hand» 
and leading licr apart, " in both these pictures, I have 
painted what I saw. The artist— Uie true artist — 
must look beneath the exterior. It is his gift — his 
proudest but often a melancholy one — to see the inmost 
soul, and by a power indefinable even to himself to make 
it glow or darken upon the canvas, in glances that ex- 
press tlie thought and sentiment of years. Would that 
I might convince myself of error in the present in- 
stance ! " 

They had now approached the table, on which were 
heads in chalk, hands almost as expressive as ordinaiy 
laces, ivied church-towers, thatched cottages, old thun- 
der-stricken trees, Oriental and antique costume, and all 
such picturesque vagaries of an artist's idle moments. 
Tuniiug them over, with seeming carelessness, a crayon 
sketch of two figures was disclosed. 

"If I have failed," continued he, "if your heart does 
not see itself reflected in your own portrait, if you have 
no secret cause to trust my delineation of the other, it 
is not yet too late to alter them. I might change the 
action of these figures too. But would it inflnence the 
event?" 

He directed her notice to the sketch. A thrill ran 
through Elinor's frame; a shriek was upon her lips; bat 
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she stifled it» vith the self-oommsnd that becomes habit- 
ual to all, who hide thoughts of fear and anguish within 
their bosoms. Turning from Uie tabic, slio perceived 
tliat Walter had advanocd near enough to have seen the 
sketch, though she could not determine whether it had 
caught his eye. 

" Wo will not have the pictures altered/' said she, 
hastil V. " If mine is sad, I shall but look the gayer for 
the contrast" 

"Be it so," answered the painter, bowing. "May 
jour griefs be such fanciful ones, that only your picture 
may niouru for them ! For your joys, — may they be 
true and deep, and pauit themselves upon this lovely face 
till it quite belie my art ! " 

After the marriage of Walter and Elinor, the pictures 
formed the two most splendid ornaments of their abode. 
They hung side by side, separated by a narrow pauncl, 
appearing to eye each other constantly, yet always re- 
turning tlio gase of the spectator. Travelled gentlemen, 
who professed a knowledge of such subjects, reckoned 
these among tlie most admirable specimens of modem 
portraiture; while common observers compared tliem 
with the originals, feature by feature, and were raptu- 
rous in praise of the likeness. But it was on a third 
dass — neither travelled connoisseurs nor common ob- 
8er\*ers, but people of natumt sensibility — that the pic- 
tures wrought tlieir strongest effect. Such persons 
miglit gaze carelessly at first, but, becoming interested, 
would return day after day, and study these painted faces 
like the pages of a mystic volume. Walter Ludlow's 
portrait attracted their earliest notice. In tlie absence 
of himself and his bride, they sometimes disputed as to 
the expression which the painter had mtended to throw 
vpon the features; all agreeing that there was a look of 
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earnest import, though no two explained it alike. There 
was less diversity of opinion in regard to Elinor's pic- 
ture. Tiioy diflfered, indeed, in their attempts to esti- 
mate the nature and dcptli of the gloom that dwelt upon 
her face, but agreed that it was gloom, and alien from 
the natural temperament of their youthful friend. A 
ocrtaiu fanciful person announced, as the result of much 
scrutiny, that both these pictures were parts of one de- 
sign, and tliat the meUncholy strength of feeling, in 
Elinor's countenance, bore reference to the more vivid 
emotion, or, as he termed it, the wild passion, in that of 
Walter. Though unskilled in the art, he even began a 
sketch, in which the action of the two figures was to 
correspond with their mutual expression. 

It was whispered among friends, that, day by day, 
Elmer's face was assuming a deeper shade of pensive- 
ness, which threatened soon to render her too true a 
counterpart of her melancholy picture. Walter, on the 
other hand, instead of acquiring the vivid look which 
the painter had given him on the canvas, became re- 
served and downcast, with no outward flashes of emo- 
tion, however it might be smouldering within. In course 
of Umc, Elinor hung a gorgeous curtain of purple silk, 
wrouglit with flowers, and fringed with heavy golden 
tassels, before the pictures, under pretence that tlie dust 
would tarnish their hues, or the light dim them. It was 
enough. Ilcr visitors felt, that the massive folds of the 
silk must never bs withdrawn, nor the portraits men- 
tioned in her presence. 

Time wore on ; and tlie painter came again. He had 
been far enough to the north to see the silver cascade of 
the Crystal Hills, and to look over the vast round of 
cloud and forest, from the summit of New England's 
loftiest mountain. But he did not profiuie that scene by 
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the mockery of his art He had also lain in a canoe on 
the bosom of Lake George, making his soul the mirror 
of its loveliness and grandeur, till not a picture in the 
Vatican was more vivid tlian his recollection. He had 
gone with the Indian hunters to Niagara, and there, 
again, had flung his hopeless pencil down tlie precipice, 
feeling thai he could as soon paint the roar, as aught else 
timt goes to make up the wondrous cataract. In tnith, 
it was seldom his impulse to copy iwtural scenery, ex« 
cept as a framework for the delineations of the human 
form and face, iustinct with thought, passion, or suflering. 
With store of such, his adventurous ramble lud enriched 
him ; the stem dignity of Indian diiefs ; the dusky loveli* 
nes!i of Indinn girls ; the domestic life of wigwams; the 
steahhy march; the liattlc bcuciith gloomy pine-trecs; 
tlio fniutier fortress with its garrison ; the anomaly of 
the old French partisan, bred in courts, but grown gray 
in slwggy deserts ; — such were tlie scenes and portraits 
that ho had sketched. The glow of |)erilous moments; 
flashes of wild feeling ; struggles of fierce {tower ; love, 
hate, grief, frcuxy ; in a word, all the worn-out heart of 
tlie old earth liad been revealed to him nuder a new 
form. His portfolio was (Illed with graphic illustrations 
of the volume of his memory, which genius would trans- 
mute into its own substance, and imbue with imnior- 
fality. He felt tliat the deep wisdom in his art, which 
he had songlit so far, was found. 

But, amid stem or lovely nature, in tlie perils of the 
forest, or its overwhelming pcacefulness, still tliere had 
been two phmitoms, the companions of his way. Like 
all other men amniMi whom an engrossing purpose 
wreathes itself, he was insuhited from tlie mass of hu- 
man kind. He had no aim, — no pleasure, — no sympa- 
thias, — but what were ultimately coonected with his art 



Thouffh gentle in manner, and upnght « intent and 

Sf he did not possess kindly feelings ; his heart ww 

Sr no livhig Cloture could be brought near enough 

tfkce^ riarm. For these two beings, however 

he hS fe Hu Tu greatest intensity, the sort o interest 

thth aUavJ aluKm to the subjects of U^ V^c± 

« 1 TZ^nA into their souls with his keenest insight, 
He Imd pncd li^to imeir so ^.^^ ^^ 
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there 18 no Part; for, at thj toucli, all that is great be- 
comes forever present; and illustrious men live through 
Jong ages, in the visible performance of the very deeds 
which made them what ihejr are. O potent Art! as 
thou briugest the faintly revealed Past to stand in that 
narrow strip of sunlight, which we call Now, canst thou 
summon the shrouded Future to meet lier there P Have 
I not achieved it P Am I not thy Prophet P " 

Thus, with a proud, yet melancholy fervor, did he 
almost cry aloud, as he pasbcd through the toilsome 
street, among people tlu&t knew not of his reveries, nor 
oouU understand nor care for Ihcm. It is not good for 
man to cherish a solitary ambition. Unless there be 
those around him, by whose example lie may regulate 
himself, his thougliU, desires, and hopes will become 
extravagant, and he the semblance, pcriiaps (he reality, 
of a madman. Reading other bosoms, with an acutcness 
•Imort protcnuitural, the painter failed to see the dis- 
order of his own. 

"And Uiis should bo Uic house," said he, looking up 
and down the front, before he knocked. " Heaven help 
my brains! That picture! Mctliiuks it will never vaii- 
ish. Wheilicr I look at the windows or the door, there 
it is framed within them, painted strongly, and glowing 
in tlie ricliest tints — the (aces of tlie portraits — the 
ilgurcs and action of the sketch!" 
He knocked. 

••Tlie PortraiU! Are they withinP" inquired he, of 
tlie domestic ; then recollecting himself — "your master 
and mistress! Are they at homeP" 

••They are, sir," said the servant, adding, as he no- 
ticed that picturesque aspect of which the painter conU 
never divest himself, "and the Portiaiu too ! " 
The goflst was admitted into a parkr^ oommnnioating 
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by a central door with an interior room of the same size. 
As the first apartment was empty, he passed to the e^ 
trance of the second, within which his eyes were greeted 
by those living personages, as well as their pictured rep- 
resentatives, who had long been the objects of so singular 
an interest. He involuntarily paused ou the threshold. 

Tl»ey had not pcrocived hb approach. Walter and 
Elinor were standing before the portraits, whence the 
former had just flung back the rich and voluminous 
folds of the silken curtain, holding its golden tassel with 
one hand, while the other graspod tlmt of his bride. 
The pictures, concealed for moiitlis, gleamed forth again 
in undiminished splendor, appearing to throw a sombre 
light across the room, rather than to be disclosed by a 
borrowed radiance. Tliat of Elinor had been almost pro- 
phetic. A ijcnsivenesa, and next a gentle sorrow, had 
successively dwelt upon her countenance, deepening, with 
the lapse of time, into a quiet anguish. A mixture of 
affright would now have made it the very expression of 
the portrait. Waller's face was moody and dull, or ani- 
mated only by fitful flashes, whieli left a heavier darkncM 
for their momentary illumination. He looked from Eli- 
nor to her portrait, and thence to his own, in the con* 
tcmplation of which ho finally stood absorbed. 

The painter seemed to hear the step of Destiny ap- 
proaching behind him, on ita progress towards its vic- 
tims. A strange thought darted into hb mind. Was 
not his own tlie form in which that destiny had embodied 
itself, and he a chief agent of the coming evil which he 
had foreshadowed P 

Still, Walter remained silent before the picture, com- 
muning with it, as with hb own heart, and abandoning 
himself to tlie spell of evil influence, that the painter 
had cart upon the features. Gradually hb eyes kindled; 
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while as Elinor watched the increasing wildness of his 
face, her own assumed a look of terror; and when at 
last he turned upon her, the resembknce of both to their 
portraits was complete. 

" Our fate is upon us ! " howled Walter. «« Die ! " 

Drawing a knife, he sustained her, as she was sinking 
to the ground, and aimed it at her bosom. In the action 
and in the look and attitude of each, the painter beheld 
the 6gures of his sketch. The picture, with all its tre- 
mendous coloring, was finished. 

'' Hold, madman ! " cried he, stemlj. 

He had advanced from the door, and interposed him- 
self between the wretched beings, with the same sense 
of power to regulate thdr destiny, as to alter a scene 
upon the canvas. He stood like a magician, controlling 
tlic phantoms which he had evoked. 

"Wliat!" muttered Walter Ludlow, as ho rekpsed 
fipom fierce excitement into silent gloom. "Does Fate 
impede its own decree P ** 

"Wretched ladj!" said the painter. "Did I not 
warn you P " 

" You did," replied Elinor, calmly, as her terror gave 
place to the quiet grief which it had disturbed. "But 
— I loved him!" 

Is tliere not a deep moral in the tale P Could the 
result of one, or all our deeds, be shadowed forth and 
set before us, some would call it Fate, and hurry 
onward, others be swept along by their passionate 
desires^ and none be turned nude by the Pbophetic 
Ficxuxia. 
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tit down in the first oonreuicnt sliode, and await the 
eoming up of the stage-eoach. As if planted on purpose 
for him, there soon appeared a little tuft of maples, with 
a delightful recess in the midst, aud such a fresh bub- 
Uiug spring, that it seemed never to have sparkled 
for any wayfarer but David Swan. Virgin or not, lie 
kissed it with his thirsty lips, and then flung himself 
along the brink, pillowing his head upon some shirts and 
a pair of pantaloons, tied up in a striped cotton handker- 
chief. The sunbeams could not reach him; the dust 
did not yet rise from the road, after the heavy rain 
of yesterday; and his grassy kir suited tlie young 
man better than a bed of down. The spriug murmured 
drowsily beside him; the branches waved dreamily 
across the blue sky overhead; and a deep sleep, per- 
chance hiduig dreams within its depths, fell upon David 
Swan. But we are to relate erents which he did not 
dream of. 

While he lay sound asleep in the shade, other people 
were wide awake, and passed to and fro, afoot, on horse- 
beck, and in all sorts of vehicles, along the sunny road 
by his bedchamber. Some looked neither to the right 
Land nor tlie left, and knew not that he was there ; some 
merely ghmoed tlmt way, without admitting the slumber- 
er amoMg their busy thoughts ; some bughed to see how 
soundly he skspt ; and several, whose hearts were brim- 
ming full of scorn, ejected their venomous superflu- 
ity on Darid Swan. A middle-aged widow, when no- 
body else was near, thrust her head a little way into the 
recess^ and vowed that the young fellow looked cliam^- 
ing in his sleep. A temperance lecturer saw him, and 
wrought poor David into the texture of hb evening's 
discourse as an awful instance of dead drunkenness by 
tbe rpadsU^. B^t» ^vsvm, praise^ merriment, scorn, 
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of motion that caused — is there any hanii in saying it? 
— her garter to slip its knot. Conscious that the silken 
girth — if silk it were — was rehixing its hold, she 
turned aside into the shelter of the maple-trees, and 
there found a young man asleep by the spring ! Blush- 
ing, as red as any rose, tliat she should have intruded 
into a gentleman's bedchamber, and for such a purpose, 
too, she was about to make her escape on tiptoe. But 
there was peril near the sleeper. A monster of a bee 
had been wandering overhead, — buzz, buzz, buzz, — 
now amoug the leaves, now flasliing through the strips 
of sunshine, and now lost in the dark shade, till fmally 
he appeared to be settling on the eyelid of David Swan. 
The sting of a bee is sometimes deadly. As free-hearted 
as she was imiocent, the girl attacked the intruder with 
her handkerchief, brushed him soundly, and drove him 
from beneath the maple sliade. How sweet a picture ! 
This good deed accomplished, with quickened breath, 
and a deeper blush, she stole a glance at the youthful 
stranger for whom she had been battling with a dragon 
in the air. 

" Ho is handsome ! " thought she, and blushed redder 
yet. 

How could it be tliat no dream of bliss grew so strong 
within him, that, shattered by its veiy strength, it should 
part asunder, and allow him to perceive the girl among 
its phantoms ? Why, at least, did no smile of welcome 
brighten upon his face ? Slis was come, the maid whoso 
soul, according to the old and beautiful idea, liad been 
severed from his own, and whom, in all his vague but 
passionate desires, he yearned to meet. Her, only, could 
he love with a p^fect love, — him, only, could she re- 
ceive into the depths of her heart, — and now her image 
was fiuntly blushing in the fountain, by his aid^; should ^ 
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it pass away, its happy lustre would nerer gleam upon 
lus life again. 

" How sound lie sleeps ! " munnured the girl. 

She departed, but did not trip along the road so 
lightly as when she came. 

Now, this girl's fatber was a thriving country mer- 
chant in tlie neighborhood, and happened, at that iden- 
tical time, to be looking out for just such a young man 
as David Swan, lind David formed a wayside acquaint- 
ance witli tlic daughter, he would have become the 
father's clerk, and all else in natural succession. So 
here, again, luid good fortune — the best of fortunes — 
stolen so near, that licr ganncuts brushed against him ; 
and he knew nothing of the matter. 

Tbe girl was hardly out of sight, when two men 
turned aside beneath the maple shade. Both had dark 
(aces, set olT by doth caps, wliicli were drawn down 
aslant over their brows. Tlieir dresses were sliabby, yet 
had a certain snurtncss. These were a couple of ras- 
cals, who got their living by wlmtevcr the Devil sent 
them, and now, in the interim of other business, had 
staked tlie joint profits of their next piece of villany on 
a game of cards, which was to have been decided here 
under the trees. But, finding David asleep by the 
spring, one of the rogues whispered to his fellow, — 

*' Hist ! — Do you see that bundle under his head P " 

Tlie other villiiin nodded, winked, and leered. 

<* I '11 bet you a horn of brandy," said the first, <' that 
the eliap lias either a pocket-book, or a snug little hoard 
of small change, stowed away amongst his shirts. And 
if not there* wc shall find it ui his pantaloons-pocket" 

«« But how if he wakes P *' said the pther. 

His companion thrust aside hb waistooat» pointed to 
tbe handle of a dirk, and nodded. 
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«8ob.it!" muttered the K^ndraim. 

one pointed the dagger ^^/JJ " /T \^^. Their 

two face.. 6"™' *f"Sl "iking horrible enouglito 
fear, bent over their ''f,^™jX^^^^^^^^ Nay. 

wiekednes,. ttet they ""f ^J* •"J^'^lSSgottea the 
way rejoicing. In a few 'l<~"v.^J'^.'^^^ ,ngel 
whole affair, nor once imagined that t^« ^'T? A 
L written down the crime of '»«f ' J'"^i J^Xb^ 
in letter* aa dnraWe a. eternity. .^^'''f^'^X^ ^ 
itiU slept q«ie.ly. "either «>;;^;7^,;y^5iwed 
death when it hung over him, nor ofUie gtoww 
life, when that shadow wm withdrawn. 
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He slept, but no looger so quietly as at first. An 
Iioiir's repose liad snatched, from liis elastic frame, tlie 
weariness i^itli which many hours of toil had burdened it 
Now be stirred, — now moved his lips, without a sound, 
— now talked, iu an inward tone, to the noondaj spec- 
tres of his dream. But a noise of wheels came rattling 
loader and louder along the road, until it dashed through 
tbe dispersing mist of David's slumber, — and there was 
the stage-coach. He started up, with all his ideas about 
him. 

" Halloo, driver ! — Take a passenger P " shouted he. 

" Room on top ! " answered the driver. 

Up mounted David, and bowled awny merrily towards 
Boston, without so much as a parting ghinoe at that 
fountain of dreamlike vicissitude. He knew not that a 
phantom of Wealth had thrown a golden hue upon its 
waters, — nor that one of Love liad sighed softly to their 
mnrmur, — nor that one of Death had threatened to crim- 
son them with his blood, — all, in the brief hour since lie 
lay down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, we hear not the 
airy footstqis of the strange things tlmt almost happen. 
Does it not argue a superintending Providrnce, that, 
while Yiewless and nnex|)ectcd events thrust themselves 
oontinaally athwart our path, tlicrc should still be regu- 
larity enougli, in mortal life, to render foresight even par- 
tially aviUabk F 
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r^O ! I have climbed high, and my reward is smalL 

Here I stand, with wearied knees, earth, indeed, 

2 a di^^y depth below, but heaven far far be- 

— T;-/ini o tliut I could sour up into the jeiy 

«Jdp« liriit aiid laughing faces, fair and faint as Uu> 
S a ;4 dr"^ Or. wl«re the Ooatmg m.« «, 
KrfiJ o Jmcts the color of the C""'«»«'»t^' "^ 
SKund f«ry Umb. resting too heavJy upon the fad 
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8uppoTt» may be tlinist tlirough, and saddenlj vithdrawiiy 
vliiie loDgiDg fancy follows them in vain. Yonder again 
is an airy archipelago, wliere the sunbeams love to linger 
in their jourueyings Uirough space. Every one of those 
little clouds has been dipped and steeped in radiance, 
which the slightest pressure mig!it disengage in silvery 
profusion, like water wrung frnm a sea-maid's hair. 
Bright they are as a young man's v.sions, and, like them, 
would be realised in dullness, obscurity, and tears. I 
will look on them no more. 

In three parts of the visible circle, whose centre is 
this spire, I discern cultivated fields, vilhiges, white 
country-seats, the waving lines of rivulets, little phcid 
lakes, and here and tliere a rising ground, that would 
fain be termed a hill. On the fourth side is the sea, 
stretching away towards a viewless boundary, blue and 
calm, except where the passing anger of a shadow flits 
across its surface, and is gone, llitherward, a broad 
inlet penetrates far into tlio hind ; on the verge of the 
harbor, formed by its extremity, is a town ; and over it 
am I, a watchman, all-heeding and unheeded. that 
tlie multitude of chimneys could speak, like those of 
Madrid, and betray, in smoky whispers, tlio secrets of 
all who, since their first foundation, have assembled at 
Uic hearths within ! that the Limping Devil of Le 
8nge would porch beside me here, extend his wand over 
this contiguity of rools, uncover every diambcr, and make 
me familuir with their inhabitants ! The most desirable 
mode of existence might be that of a spiritualised Paul 
Pry hoveriug invisible round man and woman, witnessing 
their deeds, searching into their hearts, borrowing bright- 
ness from Uieir felicity, and shade from their sorrow, and 
leuining no emotion peculiar to himself. But none of 
tkaae tluqgs an possible; and if I would know the into- 
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riorofbrickwaHs,or the mystery of bumanboaoms,! 

rS; P-Tl e?mTS aStendJi. the graceful 
horseHshcsnut, the elm so ^tiy *»" ^ ^ ^^^ ^ot 

tut infrequent willow and ^ The 

theiiames-growthnvmjyamo^^^ ^^^ 

oblique rays of be ^l^^^ll^!,^ .idJ of the street 

dtiseiis. and by the hous«^ «> i«J ^^^^^^ tbeie 

i, a sliaded and pl^aaant walk^ advancing from the up- 

is uow but a single ;^^^^^^^^ medium of a 

per end; and he "J^«« J^'*^ J^tice. is a fine young 
Joeket spyglass do hunmo«^^^ ;^^ ^^^^^ 

Z^ of twenty. .^He saunte« slow y ^^ ^^^ 

Uis left hand With ^^^/^^j^^^^^ 

upon the pavemen^and^n^imes^^^^ ^ 

a glance before hmu Certainly, je mis ^^^^^^ ^ 

Is he in d<>-^^'^%^l'L^triv;Vbc me^^^^ 
allowable in love J^^^^/Sj overcome by the 
and gentlemanlike? Or, is '^«/"^/^^. ^^^t. The 

door of one of the tousw un ^^yn - u 

curtam. of purple aud e^^^^^^U Wiee. .wi««- 
„ow opened. «id d-^^/j^J'^^^TySfor a «.mn«r r«.- 
i„g their pwasol*. wd 1*'^^ f^^ ^ut meUiinkitto 

We. Both a« y7'«^^f ' ,'!?.ffin. «id. though .he 
kfl.ha«d bss •« tUe fo^«^°J »f«JX.Vear that there i. 
be « «>riou, at th« "o-^i-i^*" ^^ej rt«.d talku* 
. treasure of K«««l« /""^^^^Jj'ii Jl, Jroeeed up the 

me, 1 may look elsewhere. ^ 



Digitized by 



v^ 



— _ — ..^- 



,I»WI> HHIIHP.'III>* 



;. r v J i.»>»^ ' wt'^ >i t" |' I M il 




Digitized by 



Google 






i ; 



tio 



TWICE-TOLD TALES. 



Upon tbat vfaarf, and down the corresponding street^ 
18 A busy contrast to the quiet scene which I have just 
noticed. Business evidently has its centre there, and 
many a man is wasting the summer adcmoon in labor 
and anxiety/ in losing riches, or in gaining them, when 
be would be wiser to flee away to some pleasant country 
Tillage, or shaded lake in the forest, or wild and cool sea- 
beach. I see vessels unlading at the wharf, and precious 
merchandise strewn upon the ground, abundantly as at 
the bottom of the sea, that market whence no goods 
return, and where there is no captain nor supercargo to 
render an account of sales. Here, the clerks are diligent 
with their pn])er and pencils, and sailors ply the block 
and tackle that Irnug over the hold, accompanying tlieir 
toil with cries, long drawn and roughly melodious, till 
the bales and puncheons ascend to upper air. At a Utile 
distance, a group of gentlemen are assembled round the 
door of a warehouse. Grave seniors be they, and I would 
wager — if it were safe, in these times, to Ixs responsible 
for any one — that the least eminent among them might 
vie with old Vicentio, that incomparable trafficker of 
Pisa. I can even select the wealthiest of the company. 
It is the elderly personage, in somewhat rusty black, with 
powdered hair, the superfluous whiteness of which is vis- 
ible upon the capo of his coat. His twenty shii>s are 
walled on some of their many courses by every breeze 
tbat blows, and his name — I will venture to say, though 
I know it not — is a familiar sound among the fiir-sepa- 
rated merehants of £urope and the Indies. 

But I bestow too much of my attention in this quarter. 
On looking again to tlie long and shady walk, I perceive 
that the two fair girls have encountered tlie young man. 
After a sort of shyness in the recognition, he turns back 
with then. Moreover, he has sanctioned my taste in 
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regard to his companions by pUwing himself on the inner 
sWe of the pavement, nearest the Venus to whom I- 
enacting, on a stecplclop, the part of Pans on the top of 
Ida— adjudged the golden apple. 

In two sircels, convei-ging at right angles towards my 
watchtowcr, I distinguish three different processions. 
One is a proud array of voluntary soldiers, m briglit uni- 
form, reseinbUug, from the height whence I looyown. 
the painted veterans that garrison the windows of a toy- 
shop And yet. it sUra my heart; their reguhr advance 
their nodding plumes, the sunflash on their bayoneU and 
musket-barrels, Uie roll of their drums ascendnig past ine, 
and the fife ever and anon.piercmg through, - these 
things have wakened a warUke fire, peaceful though I 
be Close to their rear marches a batUhon of school- 
boys ranged in crooked and irregular platoons, shoulder- 
rJ tK thumping a Imrsh and unripe ckttcr fioin an 
illftrument of tin, Ind ridiculously aping the mtncate 
mauceuvres of the foremost band. J^;^^^^'"^^'"^ 
slight differences are scaitjely perceptible from a church- 
snfre one might be tempted to ask, "Which are the 
boSV" onrallier, "Which the men?" But, leavmg 
these, let us turn to the third procession, which, though 
sadder in outward show, may excite identical reflections 
in the Ihouglitrul mind. It is a funeral. A h^, 
drawn by a hbck and bony steed, and covered by a dusty 
pall; two or three coaches rumbling over the stones, their 
drivers lialf asleep ; a dozen couple of careless mouniers 
iu their every-day attire ; such was not the ^^^^^^^^^"^ 
fathere, when they carried a friend to his grave. There la 
nowno doleful chingof the bell to prochnm sorrow to the 
town Was the KhigofTerrora more awful m thosedays 
than in our own. that wisdom and phUosophy have been 
abletoproducethi. change? Notao. Hereiaapiooi 
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that he retains his proper majesty. The militaiy men, 
and tlie military boys, are wheeling rouud the comer, and 
meet the funeral full in tiie face. Immediately tlie drum 
u siiciit, all but tlie tup thut regulates each simultaneous 
footfall. The soldiers yield the ])ath to the dusty hearse 
and uuprctcudiug train, ami the cliildrcn quit (heir ranks, 
and cluster on the sidewalks, with timorous and iustiuc- 
live curiosity. The mourners cuter the cliurchyard at 
the base of the steeple, aud pause by an oficn grare 
among tlie burial-stones; the lightning glimmers on thcin 
as they lower down the coffin, and the thunder rattles 
heavily while they throw tlie earth upon its lid. Verily, 
the shower is near, aud I tremble for the young man and 
the girhi» who have now disappeared from the long and 
shady street. 

How various are tlie situations of the people covered 
by the roofs beneath me, and how diversified arc the 
events at this moment befalling them ! The new-born, 
the aged, the dying, the strong in life, and tlie recent 
dead arc in the chambers of these many mansions. The 
full of hope, the liappy, the miserable, and the desperate 
dwell together within the circle of my ghuice. In some 
of the houses over whioli my eyes roam so coldly, guilt 
is entering into liearts tliul urn still tenanted by a debased 
and trodden virtue, — guili is on the very edge of com- 
mission, and the impending deed might ]k averted ; guilt 
is done, and the criminal woiidere if it be irrevocable. 
Tlicre are broad thouglits struggling in my mind, and, 
were I able to give them distinctness, they would make 
their way in eloquence. Lo! tlicrauidrops arc descending. 

The clouds, within a little time, have gulhcrcd over all 
the sky^ hanging heavily, as if about to drop in one un- 
broken mass upon the earth. At intervals, the lightnuig 
flaahea Irom their brooding hcartsy quiversy diaappean^ 
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.«<! then comes the th.mder, travelUug «lo^»y»^' fj 
St.tn.Sc. A strong wh.dJj«^P-"f«P.^^^^^^ 

tcndcracss m U.s ir^««l t~- J^J J^ acquaintance, the 
„.pid pace. eo«« th^ jjl'lrnn^ouabl, inter- 

'^VrKJwk tE foot^ps are supported b, 
n,p,cd ^"^''^''j^^ ^„d lends lUn its velocity.- 
U,e "f " .t'h,;;l''"jSs driven landward by the 
the, fly Uko th^ "ito ladies would not thus rivd 
Sn t "S Zl that any one we« .t leisu^ 
Atatouia ii uicj onward, langlung 

to observe lhem_ Ah .^J^J ^^^ ^^ 

S:S«t '?t t ISwh^c the narrow lane caters 
So^ street, they come plump ogam^ the fj mc'v 
cZit whoso tortoUe motion has just brongh l"m to 
tSt nobt Ue Ukcs not the sweet cncounl^r; the dadL- 
rsTt!;e5.ole air gathers s^ilyj ^J v;^ 
on^ thpKs is a pause on both sides, linaliy, ne innui« 

with a prize of capUve faines. All U«. » J^^^, 
,u,jlenrtood. How discwttoUte the poor lover •««»* 
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tlw midst of <l,e tumult ^.i^?r^ •ta».o« |,cro aloft, m 
or qocH. with (I.C r«riii.- J Z r^'*^ ♦» «««« 

•W. I will doKCud. Yet let m„ -? ^t"*''''^ '" "y 

the ««. where tJ»Lm b5'^o„??„r"'''^^'^ '« 
A»'«nt points likp .•>»» ""w^ncss, or boils up m far- 

"iliitttehlofro^un.r' "'**"?'«'•*' <?«»» PWn. 

. •«onni,,trid„;rx";7;?;j«'-»^^^^ 

ob«««d and dSa^TTr,!!.'"^',?!** "'« 'own. wlK«e 
<i««lj and tuSn SL ^" '^'" * «*.r of the 

•««« ha. widened in the wcsTe™ K "'" '.P**'' »' 
•>««• findapasso- and J^ ™ ''T''"*' '""o •«"»- 
P«t; «ad onVSdTrkr T'^JT*^'?"'* *"•« *«»- 
H>-.of.heffCi„lrS±"M* "T-'-ko '"Mowed 




THE HOLLOW OF THE THREE HILLS. 

^3^N those strange old times, vhea fantastic dreams 
p^|8|^ and madmen's reyeries were realized among the 
ttJ^ actual circumstances of life, tiro persons met 
together at an appointed hour and place. One was a lady, 
graceful in form and fair of feature, though pale and 
troubled, and smitten with an untimely blight in what 
should Imve been the fullest bloom of her years; the 
other was an ancient and meanly dressed wonuin, of ill- 
favored aspect, and so withered, shrunken, and decrepit^ 
that even the space since she began to decay must have 
exceeded the ondiimry term of human existence. In the 
spot where they encountered, no mortal could observe 
them. Three little hills stood near each other, and down 
in the midst of tiiem sunk a hollow basin, almost mathe- 
matically circular, two or three hundred feet in breadth, 
and of such depth that a stately cedar might but just 
be visible above the sides. Dwarf pines were numerous 
upon the hills, and partly fringed the outer verge of the 
intermediate hollow ; within which there was nothing but 
the brovu grass of October, and here and there a tree- 
trunk, that had fallen loug ago, and lay mouldering with 
no green successor from its roots. One of these masses 
of decaymg wood, formerly a majestic oak, rested close 
beside a pool of green and sluggish water at the bottom 
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ofthehMUu Such icene.«3 this (wgrnjindiUoatcUs) 
wmoiieethe rnoit of the Power of EvU aud his plighted 
«ub,ecU; .lid here. »t miduiglit orou the dim veiieof 
ereiung. they irere wid to «li...d round the mantling pool, 
duturbing ,u putnd witen in iho i«rfomwuce of au im' 
p.o« b.p|«™a nte. The (JhiU beauty of «u autumnal 
•uasrt was now gliding the three hill-top,, whence a paler 
Unt stole down their sides into the hollow. * 

"Here U our pleasant meeting come (o pass," said the 
^crone, "according as thou hast desired. Say quickly 
whjj thou wouldst l«ve of me. for there i, bui 1 short 
hour that we may tany here." 

As the oki withered woman spoke, a smile glimmered 
» her countenauoe. like lamplight on the wall of a sepul- 

1-1!!.^ ^ V ."• " •' •"««l'«"<"'ff to return with her 
piupoM unacoomphshed. But it was not so onlauied. 

un^' u ,^^ ' «»•»« it ""•Iters not ; but I l»ve 
teft those bebmd me with whom my fate was iutimately 
t»und^ and from whom I am cut off forever. There is a 
»ewht m my bosom that I cannot away with, and I have 
come hither to mquire of tlieir welfare." 

« Aj|d who U then by this green ,kk.I. (hat can bring 
U»ee news from the ends of (he earth P" cried tlie old 
•Oman peeringinto the hidy's fcce. •• Not frem my lip, 
ZSb\ J! \r'^ *"""«» ' ^'^ ^ "'»» »«M. "d the 
l&^CSeT '"'' '""" "'"^' '^''^' •^o" 
^j^ljl^ doyour bidding though I die," replied the Luly. 

^ old woman seated herself OB tlie trunk of the lallen 
!l?iZJ!''^ '•" ""^ "** •'^"'W her giw lock* 
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" Kneel down," she said, " and lay yotir forehead on 
my knees/' 

She hesitated a moment, hut the anxiety that had long . 
been kindling burned fiercely up within her. As she 
knelt down, the border of her garment \ras dipped into 
the pool ; she laid her forcliead on the old woman's knees, 
and tlK5 latter drew a cloak about the lady's face, so that 
she was in darkness. Then she heard the mut tcrwl words 
of prayer, in the midst of which she started, and would 
have arisen. 

" Let me flee, — let me flee and hide myself, tliat they 
may not look upon me ! " she cried. But, with returning 
tecollcction, she hushed herself, and was still as death. 

For it seemed as if other voices — familiar in infancy, 
and unforgottcn tlirough many wanderings, and in all tho 
vicissitudes of her heart and fortune — were mingling 
with the accents of the prayer. At first the words were 
faint and indistinct, not rendered so by distance, but 
rather resemi)ling the dim pages of a book which we 
strive to read by an im))crfcct and gradually brightening 
light. In such a manner, as the prayer proceeded, did 
those voices strengthen upon the ear ; till at length the 
petition ended, and the conversation of an aged man, and 
of a woman broken and decayed like himself, became 
distinctly audible to the lady as she knelt. But those 
strangers appeared not to stand in the hollow depth be- 
tween tlie three hills. Tiicir voices were encompassed 
and rc-ec!ioed by the walls of a chamber, the windows of 
which were rattling in tho breeze ; the regular vibration 
of a clock, the crackling of a fire, and the tinkling of the 
embers as they fell among the ashes, rendered tlie scene 
almost as vividas if painted to the eye. By a melancholy 
hearth sat these two old people, the man calady despond- 
ent, the woman queriilous aud tearful, aud their words 
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they knew not irlicre. bearing dishonor along wfth her and 
eanng shame and affliction fo bring thcir^g^y S to 

♦^^' u • '"^ """4 ^^ ^^^"•*"' ^'^^^ tJ'^ir voices sccnird 
to melt mto the sound of the wind sweeping mounS 

c^^, there was s),e kneelmg in the hollow between th«» 

ofii«I!?7i!!l''.i'''"^"^*''"* jonderoldeouple have 

«fl«^? l!f ^^" * "^ b«»r them ?-exclai,.icd she.. «^ 
of.ntoIe»ble humiliation triumphing o.er her a^^^ 

woZr^ ""ir ^•'^ ^^^ '"°"' ♦^ *>«"'" "^P^'c^J tbe old 
woman. " Wherefore, cover thr face quicklv " 

wo^?«VJ''r''^T*.''"^ ^"^"^ ^^^'^ the monotonous 
Heaven and soon, m the pauses of her breath stranw 
to drown and overpower the cJiann bv which thrv irrew 

.ucl^ThTf.*'""?^^ ''t ^'-""t/of sound K;- 
theT^.™ I! •"'g;«ff of sweet female voices, which in 
! ^J ^"""^S*^* ^J to a wild roar of laughter, bmkcii 
suddeulj hy groaning, .„d sobs. fon«ing%hoi^^^^ 
Mj eonfusion of terror and moumiiig anrl r^ 

AlHhl • ^''^ »«>"rffe resounded at their command 
£^eS"'f:.fr^ became substantial to he 

d^mfaiSn^^ ^f" T'^ ^'•''"^"'*'" ^^^"^ -oft and 
iKL.^?v ^^^7'^"^. th^t died m««ek..lv 
mto funera hymns She shuddcnnJ at the unprovoked 

■«^«i she grew &mt at the fearful KM^iment. m^ag 
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miserably around her. In the midst of this wild scene, 
where uubouud passions jostled each other in a drunken 
career, there was one solemn voice of a man, and a manly 
and melodious voice it miglit once have been. Ho went 
to and fro continually, and his feet sounded upon the 
floor. In each member of that frenzied company, whose 
own buniiug thougiits had become their exclusive. world, 
he sought an auditor for the story of his individual wrong, 
and interpreted their kughtcr and tears as his reward of 
sconi or pity. lie spoke of woman's perfidy, of a wife 
who had broken her hoL'cst vows, of a homo aud heart 
made desohite. Even as he went on, the shout, the laugh, 
the shriek, the sob, rose up in unison, till tliey changed 
into the hollow, fitful, and uneven sound of the wind, as 
it fought among the pine-trees on those three lonely hills. 
The lady looked up, and there was the withered woman 
smiling in her face. 

"Couldst thou have tliought there were such menj 
times in a madhouse P " inquired the latter. 

''True, true," said the huly to herself; "there is mirth 
within its walls, but misery, misery without.'' 

*' Wouldst thou hear more P " demanded the ohi wo- 
man. 

"There is one other voice I would fiiin listen to 
again," replied the hidy, faintly. 

"Then, hiy down thy head speedily upon my knees, 
that thou mayst get tlico hence before the hour be |iast.'' 

The golden skirts of day were yet lingering upon the 
hills, but deep shades obscured the hollow aud the pool, 
as if sombre night were rismg thence to overspread the 
world. Again tlmt evil woman began to weave her spell. 
Long did it proceed unanswered, till the knoll ing of a 
bell stole in among the intervals of her words, like a 
clang that had travelled far over valley and rising 
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ground* and was just ready to die in the air. The 
lady sliook upon her companion's knees, as siie lieard 
tliat boding sound. Stronger it grow and sadder, and 
dcc|>cnc<i into tlic tone of a dcath-l)cll, knnlling dolefully 
from some ivy-niaullcd lower, and bearing tidings of 
mortality and woe to the cottage, to the Imll, and to 
tliti solitary wayfarer, that all might weep for the doom 
apiK>intcd in turn to them. Then came a mcnsurcd 
tft'ad, passing slowly, slowly on, as of mourners with a 
cullin, their garments trailing on the ground, so that the 
ear could measure the length of their melancholy array. 
Before tliem went the priest, reading the burial-service, 
while the leaves of his book were rustling in the breeze. 
And though no voice but his was heard to speak aloud, 
still there were rcvilings and anathemas, whispered but 
distuicf, from women and from men, breathed against 
the dauglitcr who had wrung the aged hearts of her 
parents, — the wife who had betrayed the trusting fond- 
ness of her husband, — the mother who had sinned against 
natural affection, and left her child to die. The sweeping 
sound of the funeral train faded away like a thin vapor, 
and the wind, that just before had seemed to shako tlie 
coiBn pall, moaned sadly round the verge of the Hollow 
between three Ilills. But when the old woman stirred 
the kneeling hidy, she lifted not her head.' 

" Here has b<^n a sweet hour's sport 1 " said the with- 
ered orone^ chuckling to hcrscUl 







THE TOLIi-OATHBRBB'S DAY. 

A SKSICH OF TBAHSrrORT UFB. 

1 ratbcr to pore over tl.c current of life, tUaii to 

Wmd swinge i»'» i'» ^"'""''"""' "^'l' "**J!^'Sr 
w^rli were a loU-liousc beside »omc thronged thor. 

5^rofrh.S! i»r"':r'T.letri^k 

♦uf nbsorver to run about tlic earth, — to leave the tracic 
S^tTXc*; far and wide-to mingle^ -|^^^^^^^ 
the action of numberless vic.ssitudcs.-and, »"> 7' '» 
.ome Sn solitude, to feed a musing spirit on all that 
KastLn ^nd felt But tiKirc arc natures too mdolen.^^ 
or ^^nsUivc. to cndu«5 the dust, the snnshme. or the 

TemS^^'Kc gm^t globe, as it -«. PC^- '^ 

„volutiL and shift it. •'«;'\'«'?f '«:" '^KrnS 
without whirling him onward m its couwe. U any mw 
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which stands between shore and shore in the midst of 
a long bridge. Beneath the timbers ebbs and flows an 
arm of the sea; while above, like tlie life-blood through 
a grrat artcrr, the travel of the north and east b con- 
tinually throbbing. Sitting on the afoiTsaid bench, I 
amuse myself with a conception, illustmtcd by numerous 
pencil-skctciics in the air, of the tolI.gathercr*s day. 

In the moniing — dim, gray, dewy summer's mom — 
the distant roll of ponderous wheels begins to mingle 
with my old friend's slumbers, creaking more and more 
harshly through the midst of his dream, and gradually 
replacing it wiMi realities. Hardly conscious of the 
change from sleep to wsikcfulness, he finds himself 
partly clad and throwing wide the toll-gates for the 
passage of a fragrant load of hay. The timbers groan 
beneath the slow-revolving wheels; one sturdy yeoman 
stalks beside the oxen, and, peering from the summit of 
the hay, by the glimmer of the half-extinguished lantern 
over the toll-house, is seen tlic drowsy visage of his com- 
rade, who has enjoyed a nap some ten miles long. The 
toll is paid, — creak, creak, again go the wheels, and the 
huge haymow vanishes into the morning mist. As yet, 
nature is but half awake, and familiar objects appear 
visionary. But yonder, dashing from the shore with a 
rattling thunder of the wheels and a confused clatter of 
hoofs, comes the never-tiring mail, which luis hurried 
onward at the same headlong, restless rate, all through 
the quiet night. The bridge resounds in one continued 
peal as the coach rolls on without a pause, merely afford- 
ing the toll-gatherer a glimpse at the sleepy passengers, 
who now bestir their torpid limbs, and snuff a cordial 
in tlie briny air. The mom breathes upon them and 
blushes, and they forget how wearily the darkness toiled 
•muj. And behold now the fervid day, in hii bright 
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chariot, guttering aslant over the waves, nor scorning 
to throw a tribute of his golden beams on the toU-gath- 
erer's little hermitage. The old man looks eastward, 
and (for he is a moraliwsr) frames a sunile of the stage- 
coach and the sun. 

While the worid is rousing itself, we may glance 
slightly at the scene of our sketch. It sits above the 
b.isom of the broad flood, a spot not of earth, but in 
the midst of waters, which rush with a murmurmg sound 
among the massive beams l)cneath. Over the door is a 
weather-beaten board, inscribed with the rates of toU, 
in letters so nearly effacttd that the gilding of the sun- 
shine am liardly make them legible. Beneath the wm- 
dow is a wooden bench, an which a long succession of 
weary wayfarers liave reposed tliemselvcs. Peeping with- 
in doors, we perceive the whitewashed walls bedecked 
with sundry lithographic prints and advertisements of 
various import, and the immense showbill of a wander- 
ing caravan. And there sits our good old toll-gatherer, 
glorified by the early sunbeams. He is a man, as his 
aspect may announce, of quiet soul, and thoughtful, 
shrewd, yet simple mind, who, of the wisdom which 
the passing worid scatters along the wayside, has gath- 
ercd a reasonable store. 

Now the sun smiles upon the kndscape, and earth 
smiles back again upon the sky. Frequent, now, are the 
travellers. The toll-gatherer's practised car can distm- 
gubh the weight of every vehicle, the number of lU 
wheels, and how many horses beat the resounding tim- 
bers with their iron tramp. Here, in a substoutial fam- 
ily chaise, setUng forth betimes to toke advanUge of the 
dewy road, come a gentleman and his wife, with their 
rosy-cheeked little giri sitting gladsomely between them. 
The bottom of the ohaise is heaped with multifarious 
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bandboxes and carpet-bags, and beneath the axle swings 
a Icatliom trunk dusty with yesterday's journey. Next 
appears a four-trheclcd carryall, i>eoplcd with a round 
lialf-dozen of |ircl(y girls, all drawn by a single horse, 
and driven by a single guutlcmau. Luckless wight, 
doomed, through a whole summer day, to be the butt of 
mirth and mischief among the frolicsome maidens I Bolt 
upright in a sulky rides a thin, sour-visagcd man, who, 
as ho pays his toll, hands the toll-gatherer a printed 
card to stick upon tlie wall. The viucgnr-foced traveller 
proves to be a uiauufncturcr of pickles. Now paces 
sk>wly from timber to timber a horseman clad in bhick, 
with a mediiative brow, as of one who, whithersoever his 
steed might bear him, would still journey through a mist 
of brooding tluMight. lie is a couulry preacher, going 
to labor at a protracted meeting. Tiie next object pass- 
ing townward is a butcher's cart, canopied with its areh 
of snow-white cotton. Behind comes a "sauccman," 
driving a wagon full of new potatoes, green ears of com, 
beets, carrots, turnips, and summer-squashes; and next, 
two wrinkled, withered, witch-looking old gossips, in an 
antediluvian chaise, drawn by a horse of former genera- 
tions, and gouig to peddle out a lot of huckleberries. 
See there, a man trundling a wheelbanow-load of lob- 
sters. And now a milk-cart ratlks briskly onward, cov- 
ered with green eauva% and conveying the contributioiu 
of m wliole lierd of cows, in largo tin canisters. But let 
all these pay tlieir toll and pass. Ucre comes a specta- 
cle timt causes the old toll-gatherer to smile benigiuuitly, 
as if the travellers brought sunshine with them and hiv- 
ished its ghulsomo iufluenco all along tlie road. 

It is a barouche of tlw newest style, the varnished 
panels of wLich reffleet tlio whole moving panorama of 
the landseape^ and show a picture^ likewise, of our 
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friend, with bU visage broadened, «. ^-it^J" "^^ 
amUe is transformed to grotesque merriment Witbm, 
^te a voutTfrcsh as the summer mom, and bwide bim 
rvourWySTwhite, with white gloves upon h«r d«i. 

di Cfds. and a white veil flowing down ov~tor face. 
Srwi:lrett"^;:n:hom,andonaUU«.J>^^^^ 
momaTirthem fo.S.,with one of the bnd«n«d«, 

p. -r;^\rsky^%«^":?TotnS 

SsSwyJ^^iMchmand^r^^^ 

tZ.1 and iU elo^ be ghddened with even bt^jjt 
SieiKto»» than tho«» whidi fallow your bnddm^ 
They pass ; and eie the reflection of their joy has faded 
fjm bis UU. another spectacle throws a n«l«^boty 
Sow over the spirit of the obsemngmajL Inadoj 
carriage siU a fragile figure, muffled carefully, «"»d.bnnfc 
ing even from the mild bt«ith of «7™«- 8"* ^ 
4u.st a manly form, and hu arm "»fol«^«' " ^^^ 
Xd bis treasure from some enemy. Let Jnt » 6«r 
S pass, and when he shaU strive to embrace that 
W o'the will press only desohition to h« b«|rt! 
And now has morning gathered up f"^^' 
and fled away. Tte sun roUs biasing throng tbe sky, 
and cannot find a cloud to oool b» face with. The 
bor«« toil sluggishly along the bridge, and heave ^ 
glistening sides in short quick panUngs, when tto ran. 
L tigh^ at the ton-house. Gl«ten too. Jefcw 
Jtl? traveller.. Their g«ment. «« thickly beitwwn 
10» ® 
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»ith dust; their whiskers and hair look hoarr- il.«v 

ciy tl» poor piignms, a, H.ey wipe their bemiSLT fo». 
IjMd,. ...d woo the do.,b.ful bree^which SS£.« 

•wera (he a.Tiiipatbctic toil-cathcrer TImsv «t.r» .J 
^P« through tlH, fie,y fuL»"i.iie "^.Satre 

«^»- res, old fncud ; and a quiet Iicart will make i 

STbrow ttS '• '"'' ?'^r« tbo j«.t f,o,„ hi, 

•Ir . J J- twi-gatherer administers a cup of cold 
ww^ He engajics him u profllabfe talk, uttcrlnir id 

«-i!!I T^"^ ^"^ "^»''^« hour, ^ of all the houm 

i^in^'* . ' '"'i'^''*''' *^« ^<>rW bcgina to turn 
•gju. «pon lU axi. «.d it seems the busicstfpoch of E 

"^B». The dmw being hfted to permit (he passage of 
•jobooncr, laden with wood from the Easterafo^te 

^iifl^ 00 both aidet of the ohMm, a thnwg of impitli^^ 
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travellers fret and fume. Here are two sailors in a gig, 
with the top thrown back, both puffing cigars, and 
swearing all sorts of forecastle oaths; there, in a 
smart chaise, a dashingly dit^sscd gentleman and kdy, 
he from a tailor's sIio[>-board, and she from a milliner's 
back room, — the aristocrats of a summer afternoon. 
And wliat arc the haughtiest of us, but tlie ephemeral 
aristocrats of a summer's day? Here is a tm-pcdler, 
whose glittering ware bedazzles all beholders, like a 
travelling meteor, or opposition sun ; and on the other 
side a seller of spruoe-bcer, which brisk liquor is oonflned 
in several dozen of stone bottles. Here conies a party 
of ladies on horseback, in green riding-habits, and gen- 
tlemen attendant; and there a flock of sheep for the 
market, pattering over the bridge with a multitudinous 
clatter of their little hoofs. Here a Frenchman, with a 
liand-orgnu on his shoulder; and there an ituierant 
Swiss jeweller. On this side, heralded by a bhist of 
clarions and bugles, api)ears a train of wagons, convey- 
ing all the wild iK*asts of a caravan; and on that, a com* 
pany of summer soldiers, marehing from vilhigc to vilhige 
on a festival camfKiign, attended by the "brass band." 
Now look at the scene, and it presents an emblem of the 
mysterious confusion, the apparently insolvablo riddle, in 
which individuals, or the great world itself, seem often 
to be involved. What miracle shall set all things right 
ugaiu ? 

But see! the schooner has thrust her bulky carcass 
through the chasm ; the draw descends ; horse and foot 
pass onward, and leave the bridge vacant from end to 
end. "And thus," muses the toll-gatlierer, "have I 
found it with all stoppages, even though the universo 
seemed to be at a stand." The sage old man! 

Far westward now, the reddening sun throws a broad 
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THE VISION OP THE FOUNTAIN. 

T fifteen, I became a resident in a country vil- 
lage, more than a hundred miles from home. 
The morning after my arrival — a September 
morning, but warm and bright as any in July — I ram- 
bled uito a wood of oaks, with a few walnut-trees inter- 
mixed, forming the closest shade above my head. The 
ground was rocky, uneven, overgrown with bushes and 
clumps of young saplings, and traversed only by cattle- 
paths. The tnick, wliich I chanced to follow, led me to 
a crystal spring, wilh u border of grass, lus freshly green 
as on May monn'ng, and overshadowed by tlio limb of 
a great oak. Ono solitary sunbeam found its way down, 
and played lik<^ a goldfTsh ia (ho water. 

Prom my chihlhwNl, I have loved to gnso into a 
spring. The water filled a circular basin, small but 
deep, and set rotind with stones, some of which were 
covered with slimy moss, tho others naked, and of 
variegated hue, reddish, white, and brown. The bot- 
tom was covered with coarse sand, which sparkled in 
the lonely sunbeam, and seemed to illuminate the spring 
with an unborrowed light. In one spot, the gush of 
the water violently agitated the sand, but without ob- 
scuring the fountain, or breaking the glossiness of its 
surface. It appeared as if some living creature were 
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My description can give no idea how suddenly the 
fountain was thus tenanted, and how soon it wbs left 
desolate. I breathed ; and there was the fiice ! I hekl 
my breath; and it was gone! Had it passed away, 
or faded mto nothing P I doubted whether it had ever 
been. 

My sweet readers, what a dreamy and delicious hour 
did I spend, where that vision found and left me ! For 
a long tinie I sat perfectly still, waiting till it should re- 
appear, and fearful that the slightest motion, or even the 
flutter of my breath, might frighten it away. Thus have 
I often started from a pleasant dream, and then kept 
quiet, in hopes to wile it back. Deep were my mus- 
ings, as to the race and attributes of that ethereal be- 
ing, llnd I created her P Was she the daughter of my 
fancy, akin to those strange shapes which peep under the 
lids of children's eyes? And did her beauty gladden 
me, for that one moment, and then die P Or was she 
a water-nymph within the fountain, or fairy, or wood- 
land goddess peeping over my shoulder, or the ghost 
of some forsaken maid, who had drowned herself for 
loveP Or, in good truth, had a lovely giri, with a 
warm heart, and lips that would bear pressure, stolen 
softly behind mc, and thrown her image iuto the 
spring ? 

I watched and waited, but no vision came again. I 
departed, but with a spell upon mc, which drew me 
back, that same afternoon, to tlie haunted spring. There 
was the water gushing, the sand sparkling, and tlie sun- 
beam glimmering. There the vision was not, but only a 
great frog, tlie hermit of that solitude^ who immediately 
withdrew his speckled snout and made himself invisible, 
all except a pair of long legs, beneath a stone. Me- 
ihought he had a devilish look 1 I could have skiu him • 
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M an enchanter, who kept the mysterious beauty impris* 
oned in the fountain. 

Sad and heavy, I was returning to the village. Be* 
tween me and the church-spire rose a little hill, and on 
its summit a group of trees, iusubtcd from ail the rest 
of the wood, with their own sharo of radiance hovering 
on them from the west, and their own solitary shadow 
falling to the east. The afternoon being far declined, 
the sunshine was almost pensive, and the shade almost 
cheerful; glory and gloom were mingled in the placid 
light ; as if the spirits of the Day and Evening had met 
in friendship under those trees, and found themselves 
akin. I was admiring the picture, when the shape of 
a young girl emerged from behind the clump of oaks. 
My heart knew her ; it was the Vision ; but so distant 
and ethereal did she soero, so unmixed with earth, so 
imbued with the pensive glory of the spot where she was 
standing, that my spirit sunk withm me, sadder than be- 
fore. How could I ever reach her P 

While I gazed, a sudden shower came paltering down 
upon the leaves. In a moment the air was full of bright- 
ness, each raindrop catching a portion of sunlight as it 
feU, and the whole genUe shower appearing like a mist, 
jnst substantial enough to bear tlic burden of radiance. 
A rainbow, vivid as Niagara's, was imiutcd in the air. 
Its southern limb came down before the group of trees, 
and enveloped the fair Vision, as if the hues of heaven 
were the only garment for her beauty. When the rain- 
bow vanished, she, who had seemed a part of it, was no 
longer there. Was her existence absorbed in Nature's 
loveliest phenomenon, and did her pure frame dissolve 
away in the varied light P Yet, I would not despair of 
her rBtnm ; for, robed in the rainbow, she was the em« 
blanofH^ 
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Thus did the Vision leave me; and many a dcjefd 
'1 aowi suS b^^^^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^d ^^ '^ magic hour of 

^^.<--^^^,-l^^^\ZX'^^^ »«d breathed. 
SU. ST BiMU. io^ <i "P~^ >•" ■«*• 

•II trn. in readiness. I descended from my ciiamuwr 
t trslL^oLrto take leave of the old ckrgrman 

L'L family, with whom I ^-^.^-J^ST^^ 
gost of wind blew out my hunp as 1 passed Uirongn we 

entry. 
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-^521 t*^^:™5£„-J>-. « pie--. . 
*»ffm the mrlor ^n^^^'-^ fi»ni«»J were sit- 

^•ih three .lick, 5 SJirte °"'?*^ "nnountcd 
!*«• of drr pin* ijTw^r" "^^owt"™. and a few 

andirons. But it J 'T*" ^'i-nmering on tl,c 

•chool in the viJI«« dE £ • . ""■* *""»« *<> 1=«P 
«i«d that there ^ feT ,il^'"''**' T*""^ ' "o- 

kni.ti„g.««ue.^7;> Tt^i'"^ "^ the matron'! 
••"•k/ gleam, which tlSei „„7/''~,!r*'"»*'»™'«"d 
and horerod donbtfll rrouad 2 ' ,"". """'« «'"««. 

»e not like g|,^t.f 1)1^^. .? """''"^ '*• ^V««> 

"««fc. in etii;;? ^J ^ ''<=«'. »«•« hold c...... 

/ «gM, aor aonad, nor touch, but b/ an 
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inward conicionsness. Would it not be to among the 
dead? 

The silence was interrupted by the consumptive daugh- 
ter, addressing a remark to some one in the circle, whom 
she called llachcl. Her tremulous and decayed accents 
were answered by a single word, but in a Toice that made 
me start, and bend towards the spot whence it had pro- 
ceeded. Had I ever heard tltat sweet, low tone? If 
not, why did it rouse up so many old recollcelions, or 
mockeries of such, the shadows of things familiar, yet 
unknown, and fill my mind with confused images of her 
features who had spoken, though buried in tlie gloom of 
the parlor P Whom lutd my heart teoognized, that it 
throbbed so f I listened, to catch her gentle breathing, 
and strove, by the intensity of my gaze, to picture forth 
a shape where none was visible. 

Suddenly, the dry pine caught; the fire blazed up with 
a ruddy glow; and where the darkness had been, tiiera 
was she, — the Vision of the Fountain I A spirit of radi- 
ance only, she had vanished with the rainbow, and ap- 
peared again in the firelight, perliaps to flicker with the 
bhize, and be gone. Yet, her cheek was rosy and life-like, 
and her features, in the bright warmth of the room, were 
even sweeter and tenderer than my recollection of them. 
She knew me I The mirthful expression that had kuglicd 
in her eyes and dimpled over her countenance, witeu I 
behcM her fiunt beauty in the fountain, was hiughing and 
dimpling there now. One moment our glance mingled, 
— tlio next, down rolled the licap of tan u|>on tlus kindled 
wood, — aud daricncss snatched away that Uaugbtcr of the 
Light, and gave her back to me no mure I 

Fair ladies, there is nothing more to tell. Must the 
simple mystery be revealed, tlien, that Eachcl was the 
daughter of the vilfa^ squir^ and had left home fi>r » 
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PANOTS SHOW-BOX. 

A MORALTTT. 

I HAT is Guilt ? A stain upon the souL And it 
is a poiut of vast interest, wliethcr the soul may 
^^^^ contract sucli stains, in all their depth and fla- 
graucy, from deeds which may have been plotted and 
resolved upon, but which, pliysically, have never had 
existence. Must the fleshly hand and visible frame of 
man set its seal to the evil designs of tlie soul, in order 
to give them their entire validity against the sinner P Or, 
wliUe none but crimes perpetrated are cognizable before 
an earthly tribunal, will guilty thoughts, — of which guilty 
deeds are no more than sliadows, — will these draw down 
the full weigiit of a condemning sentence, in the supreme 
court of eternity ? In the solitude of a midnight chamber, 
or in a desert, afar from men, or in a church, while the 
body is knecUng, the soul may pollute itself even with 
those crimes, which we are accustomed to deem alto- 
gether carnal. If tliis be true, it is a fearful truth. 

Let us illustrate the subject by an imaginary example. 
A venerable gentleman, one Mr. Smitli, who had long 
been regarded as a pattern of moral exeellenoe, was 
warming his aged blood with a glass or two of generous 
vine. His chUdren being gone forth about their worldly 
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hif right hand. Couscieuoe, with her face stOI hidden 
in tbo dusky mantle, took her station on the left, so as 
to 1)0 next ills heart ; while Fancy set down her picture- 
box upon (ho tnblc, with Ihc ma^niryin;,'-{;lu.ss convenient 
to his cyo. \Vc cuu skcloh merely the outlines of two or 
thn^c out of the many pictures which, at the pulling of a 
siring, successively peopled the box with the sembhinoes 
of living scenes. 

One was a moonlight picture; in the background, a 
lowly dwelling ; and in front, partly sliadowed by a tree, 
yet besprinkled with flakes of radiance, two youthful 
figures, male and female. The young man stood with 
folded anns, a liaugliiy smile upon his lip, and a gleam 
of triumph in his eye, as ho glanced downward at tlie 
knecliug girl. Siie was almost prostrate at his feet, evi- 
dently sinking under a weight of shame and anguish, 
which hardly allowed her to lift her clasped hands in 
supplication. Her eyes she could not lift. But neitlier 
her agony, nor the lovely features on which it was de- 
picted, nor the slender grace of the form wliich it con- 
vulsed, appeared to soften the obduracy of tlio young 
man. lie was tho personification of triumpluint scorn. 
Now, strange to say, as old Mr. Smith peeped through 
tho magnifying-glass, which made the objects start out 
from the canvas with magical deception, he began to 
recognize tho farm-house, the tree, and both the figures 
of the picture. Tho young man, ui times long past, had 
often met his gaze within the lookiug-gliss ; the girl was 
the very image of his first love, — his cottage love, — his 
Martiia Burroughs ! Mr. Smith was scandalized. " O, 
vile and shindcrous picture ! " he exclaims. " When 
have I triumphed over ruined innocence P Was not 
Martlia wedded, in her teens, to David Tomkins, who 
won her girlish love, and long enjoyed her affection as a 
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irife P And ever siuoe his death, she has liired a reputa- 
ble widow ! " Mcaiitiroc, Memory was turniug over the 
leaves of her volume, rustliug ihein to and fro with un- 
certain fingers, until, among the earlier pages, she found 
one wliieh had reference to tliis picture. She reads it, 
close to tJie old gentleman's car; it is a record merely of 
sinful thought, which never was embodied in an act ; but, 
while Memory is nuuling, Conscieiiec unveils her face, 
and strikes a dagger to tlie heart of Mr. Smith. Though 
not a death-blow, tJie torture was extreme. 

The exhibition proceeded. One after anoUicr, Fancy 
dispbyed her pictUR*s, all of which appeared to have been 
painted by some malicious artist, on pur|K)6e to vex Mr. 
Smith. Not a shadow of proof could have been adduced, 
in any earthly court, tliat he was guilty of the slightest 
of those sins which were thus nuide to stare him in the 
face. In one scene, (here was a table set out, with sev- 
eral botties, and ghisses ludf filled with wine, which threw 
back the dull ray of an expiring lamp. There had l)ecn 
mirth and revelry, until the luind of the clock stood just 
at midnight, when murder stepped between the boon 
companions. A young man had fallen on the floor, and 
lay stone dead, with a ghastly wound crushed into his 
temple, while over hiui, with a delirium of mingled rage 
and horror in his countciunoe, stood the youthful likeness 
of Mr. Smith. The murdered youth wore the features of 
£dward Sfienccr! " Wiiat does this rascal of a painter 
ueaiiP" cries Mr. Smith, provoked beyond all patience. 
"Edward Sjicncer was my earliest and dearest friend, 
true to mo as I to him, through more tlum half a century. 
Neither I, nor any otlier, ever murdered him. Was he 
not alive within five years, and did he not, in token of 
our long friendship, bequeath me his gold-headed cane 
andanoumingring?" Again had Memoiy been turn* 
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ing over her volume, and fixed at length upon so confused 
a page, that she surely must have scribbled it when she 
was tipsv. The purport was, however, that, while Mr. 
Smith alid Edward Spencer were hcatuig their young 
blood with wine, a quarrel had flashed up between them, 
and Mr. Smith, in deadly wrath, had flung a bottle at 
Speneei-'s head. True, it missed its aim, and merely 
smashed a looking-glass; and the next monung, when 
the ineidcut was imperfectly remembered, Uiey had shaken 
hands with a hearty kugh. Yet, again, while Memory 
was reading. Conscience unveiled her face, struck a 
dagger to the heart of Mr. Smith, and queUed his 
remonstrance with her iron frown. The pain was quite 

excruciating. . , ..* j u* 

Some of the pictures had been painted with so doubU 
ful a touch, and in colors so faint and pale, that the 
subjects could barely bo conjectured. A dull, semi- 
transparent mist had been thrown over the surface of the 
canvas, into which the figures seemed to vanish, while 
tlie eye sought most earnestly to fix them. But, in every 
scene, however dubiously portrayed, Mr. Smith was in- 
variably haunted by his own lineaments, at various ages, 
as in a dusty mirror. After poring several minutes over 
one of these blurred and almost indistinguishable pic 
tures, he began to see tliat the painter had intended to 
represent him, now in the decline of life, as stripping the 
clotlies from the backs of three half-starved children. 
. " lleally, this puales mo ! " quoth Mr. Smith, with the 
irony of conscious rectitude. " Asking pardon of the 
painter, I prouounce him a fool, as well as a scandaloiis 
knave. A man of my standing in the world, to be rob- 
bing little children of their clothes! Ridiculous!" But 
while he spoke, Memory Imd searehed her fatal volume, 
and found a page, which, with her sad, oahn voice, iho 
f^aroL. I. n ' 
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poured into his ear. It was not altogether inappUeablo 
to Uie mistj scene. It told how Mr. Smith had been 
grievously tempted, by many devilish sophistries^ on the 
ground of a legal quibble, to eouimencc a hiwsuit against 
three orphan children, joint heirs to a considerable estate. 
Eortunately, before he was quite decided, his claims had 
turned out nearly as devoid of law as justice. As Mem- 
ory ceased to read, Conscience again thrust aside her 
mantle, and would have struck her victim with the en- 
venomed dagger, only that he struggled, and chisped his 
hands before his heart. Even then, however, he sustained 
an ugly gash. 

Why should we follow Fancy through the whole 
aeries of those awful pictures ? Painted by an artist 
of wondrous power, and terrible acquaintance with the 
secret soul, they embodied the gliosts of all the never 
perpetrated sins that had glided through the lifetime 
of Mr. Smitli. And could such beings of cloudy fantasy, 
so near akin to nothingness, give valid evidence against 
him, at the day of judgment P Bo tlmt the case or not, 
there is reason to believe that one truly penitential 
tear would have washed away each hateful picture, and 
led tlao canvas white as snow. But Mr. Smith, at a 
prick of Conscience too keen to bo endured, bellowed 
aloud, with impatient agony, and suddenly discovered 
that his three gnests wore gone. Tlicre ho sat alone, a 
ailver-haired and highly venerated old man, in the rich 
gloom of tlio crimson-curtained room, with no box of 
pictures on the table, bnt only a decanter of most ex- 
cellent Madeira. Yet his heart still seemed to fester 
with the venom of the dagger. 

Nevertheless, the unfortunate old gentleman might 
faavo argued the matter with Conscience, and alleged 
many reasons wherefore she shoukl not smite him so 



FANCY'S SHOW-BOX. 



243 



pitilessly. Were we to take up his cause, it should be 
souicwhat iu the following fashion: A scheme of guUt, 
till it l)c put in execution, greatly resembles a train of 
incidents iu a projected talc. The hutcr. in order to 
produce a sense of reality iu the i-eader's mmd, must be 
conceived with such proportionate strength by the au- 
thor as to seem, in the glow of fancy, more like truth, 
past, prcscut, or to come, than purely fiction. The pro- 
si)ectivc sinner, on the other iuind, weaves his plot of 
crime, but seldom or never feels a perfect certamty tluU 
it will be executed. There is a dreammess diffused 
about his thoughts; in a dream, as it were, he strikes 
the death-blow into his victim's heart, and storU to 
find an indelible blood4itain on his hand. Thus a novel- 
writer, or a dramatist, in creating a vilhiin of romance, 
and fittiug hiui with evil deeds, and the vdlaiu of actual 
life, in projectiug crimes that will be perpetrated, may 
almost meet each other, half-way between reality and 
fancy. It is not until the crime is accompUshed, that 
guilt cliuchcs its griiMJ upon the guilty heart, and claims 
it for its own. Then, and not before, sin is actually felt 
and acknowledged, and. if unaccomimnied by rcpent- 
aiico, grows a tliousaud-fold more virulent by lU scK- 
conseiousncss. Be it considered, also, that men often 
overestimate their capacity for evil. At a distance, 
while its attendant cireuuistanees do not press upon 
their notice, and its results are dimly seen, they can 
bear to contemplate it They may take the steps which 
lead to crime, imiwlled by the same sort of mental 
action as in working out a mathematical problem, yet 
be powericss with compunction, at the final moment. 
They knew not what deed it was that they deemed 
themselves resolved to do. In truth, there is no such 
thing in man's nature as a settled and fuU resolve, 
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either for good or evil, except at the very moment of 
execution. Let us hope, tiicrcfore, that all the dread- 
ful conscqueuecs of siu will nut bo iucurrcd, unless the 
act have set its seal upon the thought. 

Yet, with the slight fancy-work wliich we have framed, 
some sad and awful truths are interwoven. Man must 
not dischiim liis brotherliood, even with the guiltiest, 
since, though his hand be clean, his heart lias surely 
been polluted by the flittmg phantoms of iniquity. He 
must fisel, tliat, when he shall knock at the gate of 
heaven, no semblanee of an unspotted life can entitle 
him to entrance there. Penitence must kneel, and 
Merqy come from the footstool of the throne, or that 
golden gate will never open ! 
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Db« HEIDEOaEB'S EXPERIMENT. 

|HAT very singular man, old Dr. Heidegger, once 
I invited four vencnihlc friends to meet him in his 
\ study. There were three wliitc-beardcd gentle- 



men, Mr. Medhonmc, Colonel Killigrcw, and Mr. Gas- 
coignc, and a withered gentlewoman, whose name was 
the Widow Wychcrly. They were all melancholy old 
creatures, who had been unfortunate in life, and wlK)se 
greatest misfortune it was tliat tlicy were not long ago 
in their graves. Mr. Mcdbounic, in the vigor of his 
age, had been a prosperous mcrehnat, but had lost his 
all by a frantic speculation, and was now little better 
than a mendicant. Colonel Killigrcw had wasted his 
best years, and his health and substance, in the pursuit 
of sinful pleasures, which had given birth to a brood of 
pains, such as the gout, and divers other torments of 
soul and body. Mr. Gaseoigne was a ruined politician, 
a man of evil fame, or at least had been so, till time had 
buried him from the knowledge of the present genera- 
tion, and made him obscure instead of in&mous. As for 
the Widow Wychcrly, tradition tells us tlmt she was a 
great beauty in her day; but, for a long while past, she 
had lived in deep seclusion, on account of certain scan- 
dalous stories, which had prejudiced the gentry of the 
town agamst her. It is a circumstance worth mention- 
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iiig, tliat c&cli of these throe old gentlemen, Mr. Med- 
bourne. Colonel Killigrow, and Mr. Gascoigne, were 
early lovers of the Widow Wyehcrly, and bad onee been 
on the point of eutting ench other's throats for her sake. 
And, before proceeding further, I will merely hint, that 
Dr. Heidegger and all his four guests were sometimes 
thought to bo a little beside themselves ; as is not unfre- 
quently tlie case with old people, when worried either by 
present troubles or woful rceoUoetions. 

'' My dear old friends," said Dr. Heidegger, motion- 
ing them to be seated, " I am desirous of your assistance 
in one of those litths experiments with whieh I amuse 
myself hero in my study." 

If all stories were true, Dr. Heidegger's study must 
have iKcn a very curious plnee. It was a dim, old-fush- 
ioned eham1)cr, festooned with cobwebs and l)esprinklcd 
with antique dust. Around the walls stood several oaken 
bookcases, the lower shelves of whieh were filled with 
rows of gigantic folios and black-letter quartos, and 
the upper with little parehment-covercd duodecimos. 
Over tliC central bookcase was a bronze bust of ni|)- 
poerafrs, with whieh, according to some authorities. 
Dr. Heidegger was necustomed to liold consultations, 
in all dii&cult cases of his practice. In the obscurest 
comer of tlie room stood a tall and narrow oaken closet, 
with its door ajar, within whieh doubtfully appeared a 
skeleton. Between two of the bookcases liung a look- 
ing-glass, presenting its high and dusty plate within a 
tarnished gilt frame. Among many wonderful stories 
rehited of this mirror, it was fabled that the spirits of 
all the doetor^s deceased patients dwelt within its verge, 
and would stare him in tlie fiioe whenever be looked 
thitherward. The opposite side of the chamber was 
onuunented with the full-length portrait of a young 
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lady, arrayed in the faded niagnificenee of silk, satin, 
and brocade, and witli a visage as faded as her diiess. 
Above half a century ago, Dr. Heidegger had been on 
the iwhit of marriage with this young lady ; but, being 
affected with some slight disorder, she had swallowed 
one of her lover's prescriptions, and died on the bridal 
evening. The greatest curiosity of the study remains 
to be mention^; it was a ponderous folio volume, 
bound in black leather, with massive silver dasps. 
There were no letters on the back, and nobody could 
tell the title of the book. But it was well known to be 
a book of magic ; and onee, when a chambermaid bad 
lii'lcd it, uiorely to brush away the dust, the skeleton 
had rattled in iU closet, the picture of the young lady 
had 8tep])ed one foot upon the floor, and several 
gluLstly faces had peeped forth from the mirror; while 
tiie brazen head of Hippocrates frowned, and said, '' For- 
bear!" 

Such was Dr. Heid<^ger's study. On the summer 
afternoon of our tale, a small round table, as block as 
ebony, stood in the centre of the room, sustaining a cut- 
ghiss vase, of beautiful form and ekborate workmanship. 
The sunshine came through tlie window, between the 
heavy festoons of two faded damask curtains, and fell 
directly across this vase; so that a mild splendor was 
reflected from it on the ashen visages of the five old 
people who sat around. Four champagne-ghisaies were 
also on the table. 

** My dear old friends," repeated Dr. Heidegger, "may 
I reckon on your aid in peiforming an exceedingly ouri* 
ous experiment P" 

Now Dr. Heidegger was a very strange old gentle- 
man, whose eccentricity had become the nucleus for a 
thoflfftnd fantastic stories. Some of these fables, to my 
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be it spokon, miglit possiblj be traced back to 
mine own veracioas self; and if any passages of tbe 
present tale should startle tlic reader's faitli, I must be 
content to bair tlw stigiun of n nc(i<Mi-iiioiif^r. 

When the doctor's four guchts licurd liiiii talk of las 
proposed oxperiiucnt, they aulici|Nited nothing more von- 
derful than the murder of a mouse in an air-pump, or 
the exaniination of a cobweb by the uiicroscope, or some 
similar nonsense, with which he wns constantly in tlie 
habit of pestering his intimates. But without waiting 
for a feply, Dr. Heidegger hobbled across the chamber, 
and returned with the same ponderous folio, bound in 
bkck leather, which common re()ort nflinncd to lie a 
book of magic: Undoing the silver clasps, he opened 
tlie volume, and took from among its black-lcttcr ]mgc8 
a rose, or wimt was once a rose, tliough now the green 
It^ves and crimson petals had assumed one brownish 
hue, and the ancient flower seemed ready to crumble to 
dust in the doctor's hands. 

"This rose/' said Dr. Heidegger, with a sigh, "this 
same withered and crumbling flower, blossomed five-and- 
fifty years ago. It was given me by Sylvia Ward, whose 
portrait hangs yonder; and I meant to wear it in my 
bosom at our wedding. Five^nd-fifty years it has been 
treasured between tlie leaves of this old volume. Now, 
would you deem it possible that tliis rose of half a cen- 
tury oonld ever bloom again P '* 

*• Nonsense ! ** said the Widow Wyehcrly, with a pcev- 
isli toss of her head. " You miglit as well ask whether 
an old woman's wrinkled face could ever bloom again." 

~ See I *' answered Dr. Heidegger. 

Ho uneoTered the vase, and tlirew the faded rose into 
the water which it contained* At flrst, it lay lightly on 
the sur&oe of the flnidy appearing to imbibe none of its 
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Q««n however, a singular change began to 

(he rose of half a century, Uwkmg a» ircsii 

'^.nif «m'«ovrr bear of the 'FouuUiu of Youtl^"' 
Sulmiui;; -t in ««rcU of. i>.« or three ecuUnc 
"^^.But did Ponee do Leon ever And it?" «id th. 

^'^7o?'^^i^^. ""dogger. "for bene^r«>u^^t 
. . .1 • I f «!../.« The famous Fountam of xoutn, 

of the inoridiL peninsula, not for from Lake Maweo. 
1 wnrw is ovenUadowed by severa gipmUe magno. 
V wh^ thouMi numberless centuries old. have bwn 
^. «T^ r" oktrbj the virtues of this xronder^d 
iSr" 'S':^«^£i»'of mine, knowing my en jty 
Tsueh matters. 1ms sent me ffliat you see m the Twe. 
""'"SZ" siid Colonel KUUgtew ^{o Wier^ ^ 
. word of tbe doetor*. story. "«j.d i.l«t may be the 
oJTeet of this fluid on the human frame r 
•^^You £l judge for yourself, m, dear Colo^/^ 
plied Dr. Heidegger J "and aU of you, n^ wpected 
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fricudsy are welcome to so inucli of this admirable fluid 
as may rest ore to you the bloom of youtli. For my own 
part, having had much trouble iu growing old, I am in 
no hurry to grow young again. With your permission, 
therefore, I will merely watch the progress of the ex- 
pcrimcnt." 

While ho spoke. Dr. Heidegger had been filling the 
four champagne-glasses with the water of the Fountain 
of Youth. It was apparently iuiprcgiiatcd with an cITcr- 
vcsccut gas, for little bubbles were continually ascending 
from the depths of the glasses, and bursting in silvevy 
spniy at the surface. As the liquor diflfused a pleasant 
]X!rfumc, tlie old people doubted not that it possessed 
cordi;il and comfortable properties; and, though utter 
sceptics as to its rejuvenescent power, tlicy were inclined 
to swallow it at once. But Dr. Ueidcggcr besought 
them to stay a moment. 

" Before you drink, my respectable old friends," said 
be, '' it would be well that, with the experience of a life- 
time to direct you, you should draw up a few general 
rules for your guidance, in passing a second time through 
tlte perils of youlh. Think what a siu and shame it would 
be, if, with your peculiar advantages, you should not be- 
come p;ittems of virtue and wisdom to all the young peo- 
ple of the age." 

Tlie doctor's four ycnerablo friends made him no answer, 
except by a feeble and tremulous laugh ; so very ridicu- 
lous was the idea, that, knowing how closely repentance 
treads behind the steps of error, they should ever go 
•stny again. 

'* Drink, then," said the doctor, bowing. "I rejoice 
that I have to well selected the subjects of my experi- 
ment** 

With palsied bands, tbej xiised the gksses to their 
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lips. The Uquor. if it really po«M»cd sucb virtue, as 
Dn IIcidcKscr imputed to it, could not bavc beca be- 
M^wcd on fo^rhuiL. beings wtonj^cditmorewofully 

Tl,cy looked as if they had never known ^Ut yon b or 
plowurc was. but had l«cn the offspring of Nature . 
U.,tago,. and always the gray, deerepit. «ipless mM 
c«ar«;c who now «it stoopUMf ronnd the doctor s tabte. 
without life cnongl. in their souls or bodies to be am- 
niated even by the prospect of growing young again. 
?Jey d^dc off the wUr. and replaced their glasses on 

^ ' A^uwUy there was an almost immediate improvcnieut 
iuS asiKet of the parly, not unlike what m.gl.t have 
been produced by a gbss of generous wine tofP"''" J^'l 
a snd len glow of cheerful sunshine, bng htening oyer aU 

their visa^ at onee. There was « »'«^'' ' "' »'^»X» 
their checks, instead of the ashc.i hue tliathad made them 
look so cor|>se-liko. They gaxcd at one another, and fmi- 
eied that some magic p<»ver had really begun to 8m«,& 
away tl« deep and sad inscriptions which Father Time 
Iwd been so long engraving on their brows. The Widow 
Wycherly adjusted her cap. for she felt almost bke a 

woman again. . .,» -.j 41... 

" Give us more of this wondrous water ! cncd they, 
eagerly. " Wo arc younger, - but wo aro stUl too oW I 
Quick. — give ns more!" 

« Patience, patience 1 " quoth Dr. Heidegger, who sat 
watching the experiment, with philosophic coolness. 
« You have been a long time growing old. Sure y, yon 
might be content to grow young in half an hour I But 
the water is at your service." » „»..fi. 

Again lie Clled their gksscs with the liquor of yoiit*. 
euouRh of which stiU rcmamed in the rase to turn half 
the old people in the city to the age of their own grand- 
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diildreu. While the bubbles were jet sparkling on tbe 
brim, tlie doctor's four guests snatched their glasses from 
the table, and sirnllowcd the contents at a single gulp. 
Was it delusion? even while the dniught was passing 
down their throats, it seemed to have wrought a eliange 
on their whole systems. Their eyes grow clear and 
bright; adarlcsluidc deepened among Hieir silvery locks ; 
they sat amund the table, three gcntlciuen of middle age,' 
and A womiui, hardly Ixjyond her buxom prime. 

"My dear widow, you are channing ! " cried Colonel 
Killigrew, whase eyes had been flxcd uixm her face, while 
the shadows of age were flitting from it like darkness 
from the crimson daybreak. 

Tlie fair widow kucw, of old, that Colonel Killigrow's 
compliments were not always measured by sober truth; 
so she sturlcd up mid ran to the mirror, stilt drcadhig 
that the ugly visage of an old woman would meet her gaae. 
Meauwhilc, the three gentlemen l)chavcd in such a mm. 
ner, as proved that the walcr of the Fountain of Youth 
possessed some intoxicating qualities; unless, indeed, 
their exhikration of spirits were merely a lightsome dizzi- 
ness, caused by the sudden removal of the weight of years. 
Mr. Gaseoignc's mind seemed to run on political topics, 
but whether relating to the past, present, or future, could 
not easily be determined, since the same ideas and phrases 
have been in rogue these fiay years. Now ho rallied 
forth full-throated sentences about patriotism, national 
gloiy, and the people's right; now he muttered some 
perilous stuff or other, in a sly and doubtful whisiier, so 
cautiously tlutt even bis own conscience could scarcely 
catch the secret ; and now, again, he spoke in measured 
aoeenti, wid a deeply deferential tone, as if a royal ear 
were listening to his welUumed periods. Colonel Killi- 
gfew all this time had been trolUng forth a jol^ bottle- 
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song, and ringing his glass in symphony with the chorus, 
while his eyes wandered toward the buxom figure of the 
Widow Wyeiieriy. On the other side of the table, Mr. 
^Icdboume was involved in a calculation of dolhirs and 
cents, with which was strangely intermingled a project 
for supplying the East Indies with ice, by harnessing a 
team of whales to the polar icebergs. 

As for the Widow Wyeherly, she stood before the mirror 
courtcsying and simpering to her own image, and greet- 
iiig it as the friend whom she loved better than all the 
worid lx!side. She thnist her face close to the glass, to 
sec whether some long-remembered wrinkle or crow's- 
foot had indeed vaiuslied. She examined whether the 
snow had so entirely melted from her hair, that the ven- 
erai)le cap could be safely thrown aside. At last, turning 
bristily away, she came with a sort of dancing step to the 
table. 

** My dear old doctor," cried she, "pray favor me with 
another gkss ! " 

" Certainly, my dear madam, certainly I " replied the 
complaisant doctor; "seel I luivc already filled the 
glasses." 

There, in fact, stood the four glasses, brimful of this 
wonderful water, the delicate spray of which, as it elTer- 
veseed from the surface, resembled the tremulous glitter 
of diamonds. It was now so nearly sunset, that the 
chamlicr liad gromx duskier than ever ; but a mild and 
mooulike splendor gleamed from within the vase, and 
rested alike on the four guests, and on the doctor's ven- 
enible Hgii re. He sat in a high-lKieked, elaborately carved 
aaken armchair, with a gray dignity of aspect that might 
have well liefitted that very Father Time, whose power 
had never been disputed, save by this fortunate company. 
Even while qualHug the third draught of the Fountain of 
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Toutb, ibey were almost awed by tbe expression of bis 
mysterious visage. 

But, the next moment, tbe exbilarating gusb of young 
life shot through their Tcins. They were now in the 
bappy prime of youth. Age, with its miserable train of 
cares, and sorrows, and diseases, was remembered only 
as the trouble of a dream, from which they had joyously 
awoke. The fresh gloss of the soul, so early lost, and 
without whieh the world's successive scenes liad been 
but a gallery of faded pictures, again throw its enchant- 
ment over all their prospects. They felt like new-created 
beings, in a ucw-crcatcd universe. 

" We are young ! Wc aro young ! " they cried exult- 
ingly. 

Youth, like tbe cxtrcmity of age, had elTaocd the 
strongly marked cliaractcristics of middle life, and mutu- 
ally assimibted them all. They wcro a group of merry 
yoimgsters, almost maddened with the exuberant frolio- 
someness of their years. The most singular elfcct of 
their gaycty was an impulse to mock the iufinnity and 
decrepitude of which they had so hitcly been the victims. 
They laughed loudly at their old-fnsliioned attire, 
the wide-skirted -coats and flnppcd waistcoats of the 
young men, and the ancient cap and gown of the bloom- 
ing giri. One limped across the floor, like a gouty grand- 
fattier ; one set a pair of spectacles astride of his nose, 
and pretended to pore over the black-letter pages of 
tbe book of magic; a third snated himself in an arm- 
chair, and strove to imitate the venerable dignity of Dr. 
Heidegger. Then all shouted mirthfully, and leaped 
about tlie room. The Widow Wychcrly — if so frcsli a 
damsel could be callcfl a widow — tripped up to the 
doctor's chair, with a mischievous merrimeat in her rosy 
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*' Doctor, you dear old soul," cried she, ** get up and 
dance with me 1 " And then the four young people 
hiughcd louder than ever, to tliiuk what a queer figure 
the poor old doctor would cut. 

" Pray excuse me/' answered the doctor, quietly. *' I 
am old and rheumatic, and my dancing days were over 
long ago. But either of these gay young gentlemen will 
be gl:id of so pretty a partner." 

*' Dsmce with me, Clara I " cried Colonel Killigrew. 

" No, no, I will bo her partner I" shouted Mr. Oas- 
coigiic, 

" She promised me her hand, fifty years ago 1 " ex- 
claimed Mr. Mcdbourue. 

They all giitlicrcd round her. One caugbt botb her 
hands in his ))assionatc grasp, — another threw bis arm 
abmit her waist, — the third buried bis baud among tbe 
glossy curls that clustered beneath the widow's cap. 
Blushing, panting, struggling, chiding, kugliiug, her 
warm brrath fanning each of their faces by turns, slie 
strove to disengage herself, yet still remained in their 
triple embrace. Never was there a livelier picture of 
youthful rivalship, with bewitching beauty for the prize. 
Yet, by a strange deception, owing to the duskiness of 
the chamber, and the antique dresses whieh they still 
wore, the tall mirror is said to have reflected the figures 
the three old, gray, withered «gnmdsires, ridiculously 
contending for the skinny ugliness of a shrivelled 
grandam. 

But they were young : their burning passions proved 
them so. Inflamed to madness by the coquetry of the 
girl-widow, who ueitlier granted nor quite witliheld her 
iavors, the three rivals began to iuterchango threatening 
ghmces. Still keeping bold of the fair prize, tliey grap- 
pled fiercely at one another's throats. As they stnig- 
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. 3 . A fn^ niP tiible was overturned, imd the vase 

„;^Sd:i^S\rS: "I «aUy -t protest 

Time icwSlU..8 U.cm back from tluOr wuhJ JoutU^r 
I^:;ir Sle chill ««1 d.rl»ome vale of .J^"; "J^ 
S,kedatoldDr. »gge^ *«>«<; -^^^^^ 




"^ W ii?t ^" Even while the party we.re looking at 

Hi. guesU shivered "^T;, J^ *;S^t uU. was 
whether of the body or .pint they ^J "^^ ^ 
cwepiiig gnuiudlj wr "^ -^ They gaiea a* 



. 1 



DB« HEIDEGGER'S SXPEBIIOSNT. 



267 



another, and fancied that each fleeting moment snatched 
away a charm, and left a deepening furrow where none 
had been before. Was it an illusion P Had the changes 
of a lifetime been crowded into so brief a space, and 
were they now four aged people, sitting with their old 
friend. Dr. Heidegger? 

''Are we grown old again, so soon?** cried they, 
dolefully. 

In truth, they had. The Water of Youth possessed 
merely a virtue more transient than that of wine. The 
delirium which it created had effervesced away. Tea ! 
they were old again. With a shuddering impulse, that 
showed her a woman still, the widow cUsped her skinny 
hands before her face, and wished that the coffin-lid were 
over it, since it could be no longer beautiful. 

•* Yes, friends, ye are old again," said Dr. Heidegger ; 
** and lo ! the Water of Youth is all lavished on the 
ground. Well, I bemoan it not; for if the fountain 
gushed at my very doorstep, I would not stoop to bathe 
my lips in it; no, though its delirium were for yean 
instead of moments. Such is the lesson ye have tmight 
me!" 

But the doctor's tour friends had taught no such les- 
son to tliemselves. They resolved forthwith to make a 
pilgrimage to Florida, and quaff at morning, noon, and 
night from the fountain of Youth. 

Note. — In an English Review, not long tince, I havn been 
aocnsed of plagiarizing the idea of thit ttory fttmi a chapter in 
one of the novels of Aleiandie Dumas. There has nndoubtedly 
been a pbgiarism on one side or the other ; hat it my story 
was written a good deal more than twenty years ago, and as 
the novel is of oonsidenbly more recent date, I take pkaaora 
in thhikiag that H. Dumas has done me the honor to iqppio- 
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priate one of tbe (knciftil eonoeptioiit of nj otrlier dajt. Ho 
fii heorti]/ wekomo to it ; Bor it it tho only iDttanee, b; man j, 
in wUck tho great Fkendi romaneor haa cieroiaed the pririlege 
of eomnianfUBf genina by eonfiaeating the inteflectnal property 
of kaa ihaona people to haa own nae ai 

Scptanbar, IMO. 




r 



'm i nmnjn iypwiypif > i . n f ^ mfi i j;p y fin >i ^ iw gL i m i n n.n | i i 



Digitized by 



Google 



1 — I I mj III i n.. ^ „-,,■. 



Digitized by 



Google 



qy ^^' 'Ic 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



1 




Digitized by 



Google 



